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HE great Candor with which 8 N 
received, as well, as the uncommon Ge- 
neroſity with which you have encouraged, 
this Work, calls upon the Proprietors; in 
the moſt grateful Manner, y turn their Thanks for 
the Obligations they owe you. 

Ir would be. eee in them to aſſert, 1. 8 
.haps, that the extraordinary Merit of the me 2:4 
ſelf has, in ſome Meaſure, occaſioned your Attention 


ever, that no Collection of Songs, _ oy ; | 
nomination whatſoever, has hitherto a 
could vie with the BuLt-Finca in . Nax 
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Or the firſt, namely, its Novelty, the Edition 
Which we now lay before the Public, is an uncon- 
= trovertible Proof, ſince it comprehends all the fa. 
| vyourite new Songs and Ballads ſung at Yauxhall, 
+  Ranelagh, the Theatres, Marybone, and Saaler: 
Pelli; and ſuch others as, for the Beauty of their 
'' Words, or the Elegance of their Compoſition, are 
ſiung in every private Company. : 
i rf to its Variety, what can be greater, ſince it 
Is calculated alike to pleaſe all Sorts and Conditions 
of Readers? And as to the Chaſtity of its Contents, + ⁵ 


ö we have been particularly careful to avoid every 
; Thing which could poſſibly give Offence. | 
[ Ir any Lady or Gentleman will give themſelves - 


the Trouble to compare this with any other Song- 
1 Book extant, they will find a great ier i their 
Correctneſs, having employed a Perſon, at ſome 
Expence, to render this Edition correct. | 
PERMIT us to wiſh your whole Lives may be, 

2 continual Concert of the ſweeteſt and pureſt 
Harmony, and give us Leave to ſubſcribe our- 


$ >. + 4 Lapres and GrenTLEMEN, 
as Tour Obliged Servants, 
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” ERRATUM. Inſtead of the Note at the Bot- 


tom of Pape 319, read as follows: Tho/e Songs, 
___ evbich Miſs _ /ings at Drury-Lane Theatre, 
n The:Royal Shepherd, are likewiſe occafionally 


dung by ber. at Rane gh. 
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dine, when furty winters more . Ef 
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1 Blow, blow, thou winter's wind — 309 
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Can love be controulPd by advice — 


Caft, my love, thine eyes around — 187 
Ceaſe, Cupid, ceaſe thy fond alurm — 284 
Chloe's /miles can never pleaſe me — 52 
Come, all you young lo ers, who wan with deſpair 184 
Come chear up, my lads, tis to glory wwe fleer 52 
Come, Chloe, 3 give me ſweet * — 2 32 
Came, come, bid adieu to fear — 3 21 


Come, come, good ſhepherds, our fock wo muſt } ) 
Hear 249; 


| Come give your attention en unfold — 12060 1 


Come here, fellow ſervants, and-lifton io 66 33. ah. | 
Came liften, aud laugh at the tine "FH 7 
Come live with me, and be mg he ̃ — N 


| Come, my Laura, heav'nly maid. — 157 
Come, Ruger and Nell, come, Simkin'\and. WN 140 
Dome, Naſalind, oh come and n — ny 
Come, — led — 231. 
1 — all w { will Jet et. at 1 your "fide © — 3 | 
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Deareſt Daphne, turn thine eyes — 1 


Deareſt Kitty, kind and fair 3 56 

Dear Phillis,  feweet girl, be now kind to my pain 128 
Dear Sylvia, no longer my paſſion. deſpiſe — A 4 
Declare, my. pretty mais e 
Decrepid winter limp'd aa | | an_—_ Ig hs 725 
| 8 my heart, ye e lee, | N * 
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Fair Kitty beautiful and young ⁊ 82 
Fair's my Lucy, as the day — — 344 
Fame an echo prattlin double — — 310 
Fanny, Fairer than a flow'r r 110 
Farewel, Tanthe,. faithleſs maid — 154 
Farewel, my Paſora, no longer your ſwain 207 
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Forgive, ye fair, nor take it wwrong — 2838 
F 0 5 and free, for pleaſure born — 
From nymph to nymph my heart had ro- ,t 1 


From the man whom I love, tho? my heart I diſguiſe 25 f 
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| Goddeſs, you of Het beguiling — _ 363 

Go reign the throne awaits my love = 314 
Go, rh my Chloe's boſom hogs — — 
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| Happy day, for ever dear: 62 5 
Happy the man ww oe wiſh and care — 306 


Hark! hark! wer the plains, what glad tumults _ 357 
Hark! the birds begin their lay  — 105 


Hark ! the horn calls awvay _ 
Haſte, hafte, Amelia, gentle a ne 
Haſte, haſte and aba, my only de 280 23 
Haſte, baſte, eu'ry nymph, and rach feain, to the 22 229 
rome 
Haſte, Foe, Phillis haſte, tis the ff of the May 274 
Hence, painful pleaſure, pleaſing pain — 349 


Hence wwith cares, complaints, and frownin 319 - 


He that a cuckold is, Let it not grieve bim — 237 


Hope, thou nurſe of young defire — 264 
Hoco bleft has my time rn | what days have I known 265 
How bleft the maid <whoſe boſom — 3719 
How blithe was 1 each morn to fee © 162 


How brim-full of notbing's the life of a hos | 2 

How eaſy was Colin, how blithe and how gay 117 . 

How few, like you, would dare adviſe — 25 
71 


— entle bas my Damon 8 ; — 
ow happy a ſtate does a miller poſſeſs i 8 
How happy were my days till r,! : 7 
2 little do the landmen n⁰οά — 247 
How oft the fond turtle I ſ e . 
Hoa pleaſing, dear æuedlack 904 
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| Jenny, bright as the any, — ibid. 
If happineſs through me you gain — 315 
love's a fveet paſſion, how can it torment  — 301 
ober the cruel tyrant lo — 36 
thoſe avho live in ſhepherd's Boro v ee 
von yourſelf give me away IT WEE | © 1 
know that my perſon is charming — 295 
lite the man gre: fearing ſoul — 1080 
l fing of my lower all ag and all day OT 
T made love to Kate — 3 
1 met in our village a Fain Z Rr day — 215 
¶ met young Damon Pother 8 12 
In all mankind's promiſcuous race — 1 
In all the ſex" ſome charms I Oe — 2273 
In fancy our Lopes ant! fears | | 5 — = 
| we's name, you're charg' 4 e 132 
fs Cleora then my gn — 154 
I fearch'd. the fields of ev'ry lind. ä nn 
1 ſeek my pephe erd gone aftray en] wat: MES 
'foek net at once in a female to fnLe — 289 
F [ile at love and all its arts: © op SORES {= 
4 told my nymph, I told her true _—_— 
oe Yb rand, T an it, whole years 1 13 1 — : 
th i ” ＋ mean not the men 221 
| 25 42 W 3 | ; ** 
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Les Cæſar and Urania liuu— 1 
Lek fops pretend in flames to melt 4% — 2235 
Tes gay oe, and great ANTS — . 265 
Let me * POOR @ — 3 298 
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Zet not rage thy boſom foi — 2840 
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Loet rakes and libertines reſgu d — 318 
Let rakes for pleaſure range the town =. 188 
Let the nymph flill avoid, and be gs to — 4 
Let the philoſophic wiſe — 247 
Let the tempeſt of war —_ — 22 
Life's a garden rich in treaſure” — 21 
live and lowe, enjoy the fair — 3¹⁰ | 
Long at thy altar, god of lou — 116 
Long, long I deſpair d a youn 2 FL Jus * 24% 
Long time my heart had row” +5 : Bah 
 Lowely rear ner, when 1 fb — © 368. 
Love ſounds ih alarm — — ; 
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ARCUS — 7 the noble, 3 trove 64 
Miſs Danae, when fair and young" 


Mufic has pow'r to melt the foul © 


My fair, ye /wains, is gone aftray * 

My Fond ſhepherds of late wwere ſo 9 
heart's my own, my will is es 

My Kitty cries,” Was Damon wi 
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Near the fide of a pond,” at the n "- 
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| Ne » more the fe e train Pl join — 
| No more, ye fwains, no more upbraid — ma 
No nymph that trips the verdant plain 
Nor on beds of fadin ers — 
No ſhepherd was like Strephon gay — 
No woman her envy can fmother — 


Now Phebus "Fuketh in the Weſt © 
Now pleaſure unkgunded reſounds o'er the . 
Now the happy knot is rd — 
Now the ſnoæu- drops li fe their heads 
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Now the ſummer advances, and pleaſure remoues 


Now the woodland choirifts fing 
* and n come away 
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CEASE, aero of a: 
1 Of all the girls in our town 
WH Of good 7 Bel cer a e. let's rai/e £ 
| Of wars let other rhymers talk — 
O give me that ſocial delight 
O had I been by fate decreed 
Oh Damon, believe not your Jenny untrue 
O how ſhall I in language weak 
055 Phillis, Jhame on you to 4 a 2 7 e 
Ob! *tis Elizium all 5 
Oh aubat jeys does conqueſt dd $5.4 
Ob { qvouldft thou know what ſacred charms 
” * * bitter foe to ref 
ary ! foft in feature 
8 on =, ce at ah of fide 
O much-low'd ſon! if death 
Once more Il tune the vocal ſpell 
Once the of the Greeks 
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De Summer eve as Nancy fair _; 
On fam'd Arcadia's flow'ry plains Am 
On his face the uernal roſs — — 
On pleaſure's ſmooth wings how old time 17 
Oons ! neighbour, ne er bluſh for a trifle like this 269 
O true content! ſecure from harms == 332 
f ARENT divine of heavenly lobe 
IT Parting, to death we will compare — ibid. 
 Philira's charms poor Damon took — 30 
Pho ! pox o this nonſenſe, I prithee give ver . 98, 
Propitious Heaw*n, yon ve pleas'd to-day 317 
Pſpaau! tell me no more of the lily — 153 
Purſuing beauty, men deſcry  - — 149 
Puſb about the briſe bowl, twill enliven the heart 290 
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See ] from the filent grove, Alexis flies — 211 


See peace deſcend like cherub brig — 363 A 


Segueſter d in a lonely vale — 44 


Sick of the town, fair _—_— ws re . 


TUBE 267 


Since Hodge proves ungrateful 5 
Since Jenny thinks mean 42 heart's love to deny 1 


Since wwedlock's in vogue, and ftale virgins deſpir'd 263 


Since wwe went out @ maying, too late can I find 127 


Soft pleaſing pains, unknown before — _ 250 


Spring renewing, all things gay — 185 
Stella and Flavia, ev'ry — e 4 i 
Stern winter has left us, the trees are in bloom 201 
Still in hopes to get the better wn 2 
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. Strephon, who try" d with ev'ry grace — 
Sure a laſs in her bloom at the age of nineteen 
Sure Sally is the lIewihieft laſs... = — 
Swain, thy hepel:/: paſſion ſmother r 
Seaveet Echo, ſæuteteſt nymph that liw?fh unſeen 


; Saveet Rajan, my deareſt, while thus thou art coy 
1 er thou muy thy 8 — — 
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Tell nie, lowely ſhepherd, where: 
720, oh! fell ny lauer true — 
| Fender paſſions, never ending 
That Feuny i my friend, my 4% 8 and my ride 
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That May-day of lift is for pleaſure > — 


The ithet ird that fings in May 8 


The breed came farth frae the barn = 
The echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad 
The eye that beams with lambent light —_ 
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De feſtive board was met, the facial. band. 
The flame of love fincere I felt — — 
The fool that is wealthy is. ſure of @'bride- 
The gaudy tnlip favells with pri — 
The glitt ring ſun begins to riſ. 


T god Vertumnus lo d Pomona fair —_ 


The honeſt heart whoſe thoughts are clean 
' The hind appointment Celia made 


The lars ſhrill note awvakes the morn = 


The many dreadful florms 
The morni 8 the ſun in Zen 


The new-flown birds the ſhepherds fing — 


The nymph that I low'd was as _— as e 
The proper clear d, around is brave 5 
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The woodlark æubiſtles thro the groe — 
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Tho? ladies look gay, when of beauty they 217 
Thou beft-belowv'd offspring of Puck, our dear friend 42 


| Three goadeſſes ſtanding together — 294 


Tro vonder glade and verdant lawn — 
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Tits not wwoalth, it is not birth — 4218 
To curb the will, with vain pretence — 59 
To dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long 32 
To eaſe his heart, and wn his flame == 63 
Together let us range the fields — 


Tem loves Mary paſfing well — 

Too Tong a giddy wand” ring youfỹjj + — 
To figh and complain — 
Ts the wood, ibe feld, the mountain — 
To yonder beech's friendly ſhade 

*T vas at the gate of Calais, Hogarth te 
*T wvas early on @ holiday — 
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Vain it eli fondendeavour — 293 
Ungrateful love, thus em ry hour — 7 
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Water, parted from the ſea 
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What more can a fair maid delight — 313 
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When bluſhes dy'd the cheek of morn — ny 
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When I was a young one, what girl was lite me 213 
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When real joy. ve miſs — 8 
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When trees did bud, and field: avere green 61 
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Where the jeſſamin ſaueetent the boar — 28 
Wherever In going, and all the day 92.4 W 
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With Phabus I often aroſe % o 
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Ze gods, to me, a lowly plan rt 
Fe mortals whom fancies aud troubles perplex 308 
Ze nymphs who to the throne of love — | 
Te ſhepherds fo chearful and gay —ͥ 329 
Te ſhepherds, who, blaſt in your lowes — 4 
Les, Im in love, I feel it now. — 190 


Ye ſeuains who reap the ripen d corn 
Fe tender poau' rs, how fhall I move 3 
Ze true honeſt Britons, who lowe your aun land 133 
Ze wwarblers, while Strephon I mourn — 
Te avoods and ye mountains unknown — 
Young Colin fiſhing near the mill * —— 95 


Lung Colin proteſts Pm his joy and delight — 259 
Toung Colin ſought my heart to gain vB». 07 
Zaun Damon am'rous and fincere =——— 130 


Toung Daphne made Damon a dupe to her pride 235 
Nau Daphne was the prettieſt maid — _ 
TD I am, and ſore afraid — 1 
_ Fung 7ockey be courted ſaveet Moggy ſo fair 204 
| Young Molly who lives at the faot of the hill 320 
Dung Phillis one morning a maying would go — _ 
dag Strephon, a ſhepherd, the 0 of the plain 17 
Dung Strephon long doated on Phæbe the fair 18 
"Toung Strephon, the artleſs, the dangerous ſwain 14 
Tow Jay, at your feet, that I wept in deſpair — 293 
Tou tell me, Im handſome, I know not how true 292 
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ni Size, gx 
ET Cola and Urania EL „ whos 


Let all Delights the Stars can give, 5 DS. 7 
Upon the Royal Pair deſcend; ' © fff * 5 


Let Diſcord to the Shades be drivins #91 
While Earth and Sky our ==. attend, 7 
And thus our loyal 8 aſcend, 

Preſerve _— O! eat — Heap'n, 
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is by Miſi Davies, at Vauxhall, A 
Set by Mr Samuel Hovrard · | 15 
N all Mankind's promiſcuous Race, 
The Sons of Error — tkeir e 11 
The Wondrous to purſue ; 7. o 
And, both in Country and in Tw, 


The curious Courtier, Cit and cn. 21500: 
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till Com: 8 —— 
And what is ready-made they make; 

Hiſtorians molt be true 
How therefore ſhall we find a Road? 
Thro' Difſertation, Song, ys 
To give you Something New 


They og AM 5 | is ſcarce 
As an in Proſe or 124 


ni ! oer tio: 1 1. 5 


The Papers of the Day imply 
No more than that we live and die, 


nd pay for Something Nrw. 
We ſee a- like the woeful Dearth _. 


In Melancholy, or in Mirth ; 


Then what ſhall Ladies. do 7 3 
Seek Virtue as. th' immortal PONG: 
In fine, be honeſt, and be wile,, _ 

Kar —_ is Samathing New. 
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Sung by 1% Davies, 1. Fg 


Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 


HERE ſhall; Deha fly for Shelter ? 


In what ſecret Grove or Cave? 


Sighs and Sonnets ſent to melt her, 


3 the Young, the Gay the Brave. 
Kees * ; 


Tho” with prudiſh Airs ſte: 
Still ſhe longs, and still ſhe burns: 

Cupid ſhoots like Hayman's Archer, 

W hereſoe' er the ſel turns. 


Virtue, Youth, good Senſe, and Beauty, 


(If Diſcretion guide us not) 
Sometimes are the Ruffian's 3 
„ eee are the _— Lot: 


5 * 4 
* „ I 


1431 


Now they're purchas d by the Moder. 
Now commanded by the Peer 
Now ſome ſubtle mean Invader 1 


Wins the Heart; or gains the Liar. 
0 Diſcretion! thou'rt a Jewel. 2 Hy" 
Or our Grand-Mammas miſtake; „ 
Stinting Flame by bating Fewel, 01g 2d 


Always careful and awake. ty uy 
Would you keep your Pearls from Tramplers, T0 

Weigh the Licence, weigh the Banns': oo 
Mark my Song upon your Samplers, . RI IN 

Wear! it on . Knots IG Fark. BE LY 
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Z e 6 W. POT 
Sung by Miſe Davies, at Vauxhall, 5 8 
Set ey Mr. Samuel . "1 7 SA T 
Give me that ſocial Delight, och = e 1 
Which none but true Lovers receive, © 


When Luna bedecks the fill Night, 


And glances her Smiles on the Eve 
When to the fair Meadows we go, 


Where Peace and Contentment PEO "T3 


Or down the ſmocth Current we row. 
In Time with the Flutes and ide 4 


By Nature theſe Pictures are drawn: 


Hlow ſweet is each Landſchape . ene 
The Proſpe&t extends to the Lawn. 
Or by the tall Beeches is clos'd. wy 3 


Come, Strepbon, attend to the Scene: 
The Clouds are all vaniſh'd above 
The Objects around are ſerene, e 


| As modell's to Mufic and- Ani e 
wi . bone 
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1 ws 
5 The 77 of” Mar. 2" = 8 
i Jane 55 Miſs Davies, at Vauxhall. ret] 
Ses by Mr. Samuel Howard. 11 5 
HE Proſpect clear d, around is. heard 


The Muſic of the Hive; 8 
The Bloſſoms blow, the Spirits How, 5h 15 85 


| And Nature's all alive: - _ - 

In ev'ry Grove the Work is Gag 
The Words, ** Sing and play;” _ 

From Eve to Morn the Sages warn, 
Le Maids, beware of May! py 


Each lively Scheme, each am'rous Theme, 
Our Nymphs and Poets chuſe; 
The Dance delights, the Song invites, 
As Mirth provokes the Muſe: * 
The War's no more, our Chiefs come 0 er; 
| Again the Grave Ones ſay, . 
„ Where'er ye tread, Temptation's ſpread ; 25 
= Beware the des of May!” _ | | 


$70 NG vr" 
oy TED h Mz;/5 Davies, at Vauxhall. 
Ty Ser by. Mr. Samuel Howard. ä 
ET the Nymph till avoid, and be deaf to the 
Swain, 
Who in Tranſports of Paſſion affects to complain z ; 


For his Rage, not his Love, in his Frenzy is ſhown ; 
And the Blaſt that blows loudeſt is ſoon over- blown. 


But the Shepherd, whom Cupid has Pierc'd ro the 
Heart, 
Will ſubmiſſive adore, and rejoice in the Smart; 
Or, in plaintive ſoft, Murmurs, his Boſom- felt Woe, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding Currentof Rivers, will * 


Tho? Glent His Tongue, he will anal) with his Eyes, 


1451 


And his Heart o]n your Sway in a 1 ribate of Sighs : 
But when he accoſts you, in Meadow or 22S 
His Tale! is ſo * cooes like the 


0 2 25 N £1 4 


s oN Ing MAT, 5 
The CagursT.., . 


Sung by Miſi Davies, at; Vauxhall. Ws 
Ser &y Mr. Samuel Howard.” ws 3 


| | RECITATIVE. it any” 
HICH./ is beſt, ye Caſuiſts,/ ay, 
To be grave, or to be ee”. 1-66 -— 
still to weep, and never ſm ile, - | 1 
oo the Penſergſo Stile! | 1 2 
o ſit moping like a Nun; 5 „„ 
Or to ry np in the Sun, 2 
Where the Scenes of Mirth gs 5.” 
* whe Ae Er deere . 


"I 


"Aris. J 
If the Maid avoid Exceſs, 7; 5 
Better üng, and dance, and r. Att aaa 


And indulge the Calls of Youth, 

While ſhe ge the, not her Truths. 
| Rigour and ſevere Demean 

Are not decent at Sixteen; 

And the Character is loſt, WEST 

Study'd at Good-Nature's Coſt. 1 


She that meditates the moſt, | * df 
Is not always Virtue's Boaſt ee 

Nor the Silent and Demure, on MEE DR + 
Nos peaceable and panes: ns: ao 
| 28 While 


2 


$ 
j 
| 
, 
} 


* 
L 
S - 
5 
» 
29 
5 
{8 
143 
. 
7 
4 
1 
11 


— — 
0 TS — kunt oF . 


1 E 


2 6 1 
5 While the Lively, Briſk, and Smart,. 
Have more Innocence at Heart, 3 
With a little leſs to dread _ 
: 0 Miſchief 3 in their Head. 


S ON G VII. 
The 3 Day; a Cantata. 


Sang & Miſ Smith, at Marybone-Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Yates. 


ER . RO ATIyE. 5 
'E 9 who reap. the ripen'd = 
And with ſoft Mufic hail * Morn, 
| Your Sickles lay afide: 
Hence, Labour's preſſive Haul, way . 
In rural Paſtime ſpend the Dayy y 
To charm the new-made Bride. © 
; L957 
With Roſes deck the Jeſs' mine — 
Beſtrew the verdant Mead with Flow'rs, 
That Phæbe paſs alon . 
Hark, hark! the — Race, on wing. 
To Love's ſoſt Impulſe warbling ſing 
| Their ſoft melodious Song. 
RCI TATIVE. | 
Then fill, ye Swains, the rural Reed; 
a Let Art with Nature vie 
Nor let the ſhrill-ron'd Lark impede 
Your partial Harmony. 
3 
Wnilſt blith as May Morning, 
When Nature looks charming, 
The Damſels ſhall dance on the Ben. 
Tis with Beauty replete, 
The fair Phæbe we greet 


And one her our paſtaral-Queen.. Le woe! Kin 
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A BAGCHANALIAN ebe, 
77 J 


From Fawkes 8 e OP 


Set 27 Mr. S En ne 


ACCHUS, Joy es delightful Boy, 05 95 

Gen'rous God of Wine and Toys. ay: + 
Still exhilarates my Soul Wh 
With the Raptures of the Bowl. 


Then with feather'd Feet I bound, 5 
Puancing in a feſtive Round z: 
Then I feel, in ſparkling 8 e 
\...T raciſports delicate, dive. . Ro! A * i 
Then the ſprightly Mufc warms e de 
Song delights, and Beaut charms: 


Debonair, and light, and gay, 
* I dance the Hours ane 


2 


The . Wa | * NO Te 
Set by. Mr. Yates. | 8 
N RO' yonder Glade, and verdant n 


See, 22 ſee the ne Faun Jan 
Her abſent Mother ſeek - Ch 155 = 


With 2 Heart, and quiv'ring Knees... ba 


If but a Zephyr fan the Trees, 
Or Lizard tir the 775 . 


re 28 e you chance to how, en 
585 coy Confuſionfly,, - © © ing A go y 
B 4 Suſpicious 


| 1 2 5 
| Suſpicious of ſome latent Harms, 
Seek Shelter in your Mamma's Arms, 
As if ſome Danger's nigh, 4-7 


No Tyger I, thy Limbs .o benz 1 0 

3 ntle Trembler, ceaſe thy Fear, 
And gentle T 's Boſom quit; 

Ripe for à Lover's fond Embrace. 

In Strephon's Arms you'll find a Place 
For Chloe much n more fit. 


s ON xI. 


A New Municai Appz to 2 ——y— on a e 
- Opening of Marybone-Gardens. | 


Sung by Mr. omg 96 8 ti ns: 25 
7 8 | 


Set. to A . Mr. Yates, | 


OW the 5 advaiices. and Pleads re- 
„ mee Groves, 
From the Smoke of the Dun to the Fields and the 
Permit me to hope that your Favour again 
May ſmile, as before, on this err Plain. 


Mifs Tae. 
Tho- here no Rotunda expands the wide Dome, 
No Canal on its Borders invites ye to roam; 
Yet Nature ſome Bleſſings has ſcatter'd around, 
* And Means to improve may hereafter be and.” = 


. Miſs Miles, 4 3 * 
On Spots as uncouth, from Foundations as mean, 
Some Structures ſtupendous exalted have been: 
Hence ſtarted Vauxhall, and thus Ranelagh grew 
ene Rudeneſs to Grandeur, ſupported * vou. 
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TW bana Heath may by Art be 3 
1 5 has Rivers diverted, and Mountains remov'd: 


Aude then the Sunſhine of Favour diſplay, 
Gun ſhall ſoon the glad Summons _ 


'Cnorvs. 


| Mean while, ev'ry Effort to pleaſe you we'll try 


Good Mufic, good Wine, with each other ſhall vie: 
To gain jou Eſteem's the full Scope of our Plan, 
And we'l ſtrive to deſerve 1 it as my as we can. 


CO NG XII. 33 
Sung by Miſs Davies, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 
Vw Phillis one Morning amaying 1 go; 
When l among the ſweet Meads to 
| ro, 
In vain did the Cowilips her fair Hand i invite, 8 
Nor Daiſies nor Daffodils gave her Delight: _ 
Her Heart with the Throbbings of Paſſion did move; 
Each Bird on the Spray could have told her twas Love. - 


At length ſhe grew weary, and fat by a Brook. 


5 When: Strephon the Shepherd was baiting his Hook: 


Unnotic'd he ſaw her, and heard her complain; 
His Heart was inflam'd to allay her ſoft Pain; 
'The Swain had led many a Laſs to the Grove, - 


And he (wicked Rogue!) thought that Phillis der 


love. 


Howe'er, as her Mind was by Innocence dreſt, 

T was plain that fair Virtue was lodg'd in her Breaſt: 
Her Beauty was much, but her Modeſty more, 
Which Strephon pereeiv d, and began to adore; 
He kneit at her Feet with a Garland he wove, 


| And Phillir conſented to make him her Love. 
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$0NG XIII. 


Sung 5 Mi Davie at Vauxhall, Ye 
. by Mr. Samuel Howard. 


Like the Man whoſe ſoaring Soul 
Is gen'rous and refin'd, 
hoſe Paſſions act beneath Controul, 
With Love and Honour join d. 


The Oak, by Woodbines on * Plain 


Encompaſs'd and careſs'd, 
Is not more ſtedfaſt in its Reig 
Nor is more ſweetly dreſs d. 


The frothy Sons of Vice and _ 


Like Shadows, and like Noiſe, 


Have nothing in themſelves, we know, | 


That ſober Senſe en njoys 3 
t pure and conſtant Love endears, . 
And feaſts both Ear and Sight, 
While ey ry thing that Virtue fears | 
Can pe no true 1 5 


SONG XIV. 
A. . Song, feng by Miſs Brent at Ranelagh. 
Tx gaudy Tuli ip ſwells with Pride, 


And rears its Beauties to the Sun, 
With Heav'n-born Tints of 7ris' Bow ; 
While low the Vi'let ſprings beſide, | 
As in the Shade it ke to ſhun 


The Hand of ſom rapacious Foe, 


12 


Gf Worth intrinſic, ſmall the — 
That from the Tulip can ariſe, 
When parted from its glowing Bed: 
While hid, the Vi'let charms the more, 
Like Incenſe i in its native Skies, „ 
When eropt to grace the Viegin-Head. | Hz 


Then think, ye Fair Ones, how theſe F leer 
Are wrought in Nature's various Robe: 

Where Pride declines, and Merit thrives, 
Your Virgin Nr y o'er-poW'TS | 
Wo Heroes of the conq ber Globe: 

. Hi f weet Ne Auer LS. ye. Wives, 


we 


.5$0.N.G. XV. 


4. eri Songs fong at 3 


| N OW the Woodland Choiriſts _ 
Beauty takes her radiant Sphere; 
Love adorns the ſmiling Spring 
Love and Beauty gild the Year: Ot! 5 
Seize the Minutes as they ff,, 
| Jocund Hours and feftive Round; + 
Innocence, with Virgin Eye,, 
Comes with rural Chaplets crown'ds. 


Awful Virtue keeps her State 77 50 . 
In the Cot, or on the [wn oh . | 3 
* ky joins her: Wie... G15 Thy: 
Tonour holds the Zone: 
na r. Beauty, on the Wing, Bedi 407 1 
Sweep the Globe, and conquer a¹f—tʒ; - - 
Poet, Hero, Sage and King, 
At their Shrine ſubmiſive fall.. 


P ˙ 


= 


Where ſhould Hesses love to dwell, dat 
But in Freedom's hap y Ille? LI ns 
Virtue here enjoys a Ce Cel 1 
More than in a Tyrant's Smile : | 
Where ſhould Beauty fix her Reign, 
But on Love, that Pow'r defies ? 
Innocence ſhall crown the Scene, 


© Where Ambition e and Got , | ; 12 „ 
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8 0 N Go vl. 8 

4 new Song, for 50 0 Plenius, at Maron 
Met un ue! other Da 3 

1 * = me as he drew, 7 


No Swain, methou ught, eer look'd fo 50. 
D pon my Word tis true. 


With ardent Bliſs my Lips he + „„ 
Pray, what could Phillis do ? 5 ji 7 

I frown'd—but only frown'd in Jeſts _ 
Upon my Word tis true. 


The Shepherd figh'd, and talk'd of Love, 
A Theme to me quite new; 

Of Angels, Heav'n, and Pow'rs above; 3 
And vow'd that all was true. | 


My Boſom throbb'd, + knew not 20 
As ſtill more fond he 
I liſten*d to his Tale wi Joys 


TE 
$ = * 2% 4 
AY. : ; 1 Paget ooh r iſ 773 75 Let 
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t Let Damon now be bleſt, „ he: cr y 4, | 8 whe? 

And fondly to me flew: 2 1 2 

His Freedom vain I ſtrove to chide ; > „ 
 Yyon wy Were ²˙ ie TE Co 


With Bluſhes ſpread, I look'd Conn, 
Felt Joys but known to few; BE" 

For now 1 found what Damon mene 110 
And all 5 oy was A 241 4 


8 O NG XVII. 4 een | 

by Hinz to the FAIR SEX. Bet 
De Word: by Mr. Lockman. 4 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Marybone Gardens; 


A INST the deſtructive Wiles of ons, 
Your Hearts, ye Fair Ones, gone 3 
Their only Study's to trapan, 
And play a Trickſter's Card: 
With ſtrange e 2 poor Women they flight, « 
Amuſe, cajole, belie : a 
Hence, Girls! beware — look e care; F 
For Men are,wond'rous fly, . 


That Proteus Man, like him of old, LF 
A thouſand Forms will take; 7 5 e226 | oth 

His venal Soul is all for Gold, ; on 1 
A Crocodile, or Snake. 5 

See his dire Thread! this Spider 1 1 8 % 
To catch the Female Fly a | 

Hence, Girls! 8 ſarp—take e. care 3 
For Men are wond' rous fly... 


— 


I 


4 Porcupine with Rage infpir'd, + Mg ping 4 4 


At Nymphs he darts his Quilly ; | 8 1 
A Bafilifk by Frenzy fd, | 
His Glance 57 Poiſon kills" ee 


14 41 
With fraudfel Arts he ſteals their Hearts, 

Then throws the Baubles by: | 150 

Hence, Girls! beware ol thar p—take care; 
For Men are wond' rous y. 1 5 5 


Was the whole Race of Men de meet 
In one wide-ſpreading Plain. 


* 


= Of Conſtancy, of Faith, to treat. 


And Virtue's ſpotleſs Train n 
To find a Youth renown'd for Truth, 

Whole Ages we might try: 

Hence, Girls! beware — look tharp—take c care; 
For Men men wh WED 


8 8 0 N & vn.” 


A . 2 Mrs. Vincent at Veurhall, 205 
891 Plenius at Marybone . 2 0 


Set by: . Yates! 
Voeugg g- the artleſs,. 4 ee 


Swai | 

My Love and Rſteem has a__ ted to gain; = 
With the ſame wicked Arts he fo oft bad Wer 
He thought to ſeduce one more innocent Maid: 
But appris'd of(his Pow'r, of my Weakneſs aware, 
1 baffled his Scheme, and ayoided the Snare; © 
For Virtue I love, and was taught in my Dawn, 
When I gather'd : a Roſe, to beware of the Thom... 


| His Tears I neglected, his Oaths 1 d 55 
For his Heart by thoſe. Tears, by thoſe Dathe 
diſguis d. | 
What Preſents he brought x me Echoſe to decline, 

27 prodigal Bounty af at and Hefen! 


* 


| 121557] | 
He coax*d, and he flatter d, but flatter'd in vain, , 

And praQtis'd each Art, on my Weakneſs to gain: 
Protected by Prudence, I laugh'd him to ſcorn ; 7 
Tho' I fancy'd the Roſe, yet I dreaded the Thorn, 


He wantonly boaſted what Nymphs he had won, 
What credulous Beauties his Arts had undone; 
He ſwore that his Faith ſhould inviolate be, 
That his Heart and thoſe Fair Ones were Victims 
„, z Or nt 
I told him thoſe Victims, and Faith, I'd deſpiſe, 
And from ſuch Examples would learn to be wiſes 
That I never wou'd proſtitute Virtue to Scorn, 


Or ſmell at a Roſe, to be hurt by the Thorn. 4, 
Was the perjur'd Betrayer aſham'd of his Guilts, - 


A * < 
* 
0 


Was his Paffion on Virtue, not Wantonneſs, built; 


Was his Heart as ſincere as his Oaths are profane, 
I could fancy (Lown I could fancy) the Swain: A 
But Experience has taught me tis dang'rous to truſt, 
And Folly to think he can ever be juſt; 8 1 
 Sol'll ſtiſſe my Flame, and xejeR him with Scorn 
Leſt I graſp at the Roſe, and be hurt by the Thom. 


4 ; N fs 1 33 «4 x 
+ k : 7 . 
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. ind by G. A. Sf. 


Oc ar Gods of the Greeks, mt Ambrofial 


F * 


7 


Large Bowls of rich Nectar were quafing; 
Merry Momus: among them was ſat as a Gueſt, 
(Homer ſays the Celeſtials lov'd laughing: 


On. 


N | L 16 17 
a in the Synod the Humouriſt drolPa;. 
So none could his Jokes diſapprove; 
He ſung, reparteed, and {ome ſmart Stories told. 
And-at laſt thus began upon Jove. Ort 


te Sire! Atlas, who long has the Univerſe bbre; 
Gros grieyoully tired of late; 
« He ſays that Mankind are much worſe than "FEY 
go he begs to be eas'd of their Weight.“ 
 Jowe, knowing the Earth on poor Atlas was hurl'd, 
From his Shoulders commanded the Ball, 
Gave An a Attraion , the Charge of the 
or | 
And ſhe bung it up high in his __ 


Mig, Wok with the Preſent, review'd: " Globe: 
roun 
To ſee what each Climate was worth; 
: Like 2 92 398 the whole with an himoſphee 
8 un | 
And ſhe variouſly. lanted the Earth: 

With Silver, Gold, Jewels,” ſhe India dd, p 
France and Spain "ſhe tau ght Vineyards to rear; 
| What ſuited each Clime on each Clime ſhe beſtow' d, 
| And FREE DON ſhe found flouriſh'd here. 1. 


hw: Cardinal Vt loft in this Ille, E 
As Guardians to cheriſh the Root; 
The Bloſſoms of LIBER TV gan for to finile, . 
And Engliſhmen fed on the Fruit: | 
Thus fed, and thus bred, from a Bounty ſo rare, 
0 preſerve it as free as twas giv'n. 
We wr while we've Breath; | nay, we'll ent u. x 
eath, 
Then return i it nume 0 Hear'n, wi ered | 


p 1 4 1 


1 1 Y 


30 * 0 XxX. 
| Anacnzox 0 on \ Himſelf... 
HEN I drain the roly Bowt, 


"#1 
* 


b 3 Joy exhilarates my Soul * $0165 H N 
y To the Nine I raife my Song, d - T7 - 
d, Ever fair, and ever young 5s £2 
2 When full Cups my — ere, W 
he Sober Counſe then farewel; N 1 1} 1.5: — 
Let the Winds, that murmur, besen „ 
N e my Sorrows to the hn, ov WER 1 Fit 5 4 | 6 
, : 1 
be When I drink dull Time ay, bo : 
. ap Bacchus, ever gay, 
. eads me to delightful Bew'rs 
re: Full of 3 full. of Flow'rs, 
| When I quaff the ſparkling Wine,” - 
. And m Tanks with i Roſes twine, 
4 Then — raiſe Life's rural Ws | 5 
5 Sue, N and ſerene. IN 
** 7 
h wh? 1 drink the Bow ere e 
Richeſt Fragrance flowing round, goa = ths 855 


And ſome ovely Nymph detain © 
Venus then inſpires the Strain 5 ;: 0 
When from Goblets deep and wide e 
I exhauſt the gen rous Tide 


5 : All my Soul unbends—F play, Fein e 71 
. e with the N and. 10 7. i 
L 7122 4 * : A 17 Lok. +: 3 

% N In * 1 . 

8 | . 


4 


s ON XXI. 


4 Faveurite Song, for Taue Paters. 
Ser by Mr. Travers. 
The Words by Matt. Pri... 
HEN Bibo thoughts from the wen to 
retreat, | 
As full of Champagne as an Ege's full of Meat, 
He wak'd in the Boat, and to Charo he faid, / 
He wou'd be row'd back, for he was not ea 


« Trim the Boat, and fit quick!” fern Charo 
| reply'd; 


& 00 a” have e were s when ay 
7 


8 0 N G xxl. ah 
Srazrnen and non. 

| Set by Dr. Arne. | 
POUNG Strephon long dead en Pte be 


Whoſe Heart of his Anguiſh did ſeeretly ſhare; - 
But fearing his Paſſion wou'd chan wy rove, 
She prudently chęek' d the ſoit Di ines of Loye. 


The Beauties you fancy, the Fair One wou'd.fay, 
Are Charms of a Mement, and doom'd to decay: 
Love founded ſo ſlightly can never prove true; 


The Bloom diſappearing, the Paſſion dies too. 


O wrong not your Beauty, reply'd' the fond Swain 3 
Its laſting Impreſſion wil ever remain : 
ho“ Age, like the Winter, may blaft thy fair Prime, 
et Virtue, {till blooming, gains 3222 * Ron, 
5 


8 


And grant the 


Kind Phebe aſſenting believ'd the fond Youth, 1 
Who prov'd that his Paſſion was founded on Truth 2 


/ 1255 5 "— ue tender; he's fond, yet he's wile. 


| [297 
Tho Strong of oy Eyes with your Charms will 


decline. 


Nor gaze at a Face chat s younger than Mise 


While this faithful Heart, ever true to m Vow, | 
Preſerves thy dear Image, as bright as now. 


Then baniſh, dear Pub, each Doubt, and 


Fear, 7 | 
That make fancy'd Evils Uke deal appear; 30 
The ſwift-flying Moments with Ardour4 — 

„ eee that is due to my Love. 


And, tho' envious Age may her Beauty iner, | 
Her Virtue and Honour will ever be fair. 


1 


8 0 N 8 XI po 'T | 
Sung 5 Me. Beard. a 
Hilſt Merit "Ie Reaſon. give io, bs Tas, | 


How can ye, ye Fair Ones, my Paſſion reprove? 
For none but the Prude the ſoft Paſſion diſdains, 


And ſhe boaſts of a Virtue which yet ſhe but 2 
Genteel is my Damon, 8 Air; 


And his Face, like the Morn, is both ruddy and faire 


No Vanity {ways him, no Folly is ſeen; 


But open's his Temper, and noble's his Mien. 
With Prudence Mama d his Actions appear; 


His Paſſions are calm, and his Judgment is clear; 
Soft Love fits enthron'd in the Beams of his Eyes; 4 


> 
He's 
* 
r 


% 
1 
* ys : 

1 


RT. 
. young x cod humour he's gen 'rous and: 


And Re V Voice can, like Muſie, drive Sorrow away: 
An amiable Softneſs ſtill dwells on his 2 


He's willing zo learn, tho? he's able to teach. 


He has promis d to love me as long as I live, 
And his Heart i is too honeſt to let him deceive :: 


Then blame me, ye Virgins, if juſtly you can; 
For Merit * ane een the. n 1 


—_— >... 8 0 N G XXIV: „ 
| b ; The Leers“, R2CAwTATION: of Dvds.” 


"0 2 Miſi Brent, at Vauxhall Gardens. 


ReciTATIVE. 


55 ＋* kind Appointment Cælia made, 
And nam'd the Myrtle Bow'r; 

There,, fretting, lon Elea: Damon Hays 

1 Beyond the promis d Ho | 

No longer able to contain 7 

TLhhis anxious iv web 5 

W Rage he ſought t'allay his 8 
And yented.thus his Paſſion... © 


WE; An. 

? * the Sex deceitful „ 
** and laſt Adieu, . 

omen prove ungrateful: 

1 long as Men prove true. 

| The Pains they give are many, 

And, Oh! too hard to bear ;; 
Joys they give—if any, 
— and unſincere. 


Rxcirarivzz. 


— — 


8 Fo 3 
t a1 


: | Rzxcavative. © 
* Now Celia, from Mamma got looſes. - 
Had reach'd the calm Retreat; il 
With modeſt Bluſh ſhe Wees bleu, 
And chid her tardg Feet. 
The Shepherd, from each Doubt lee. 
His Joy could not reſtrain, 
But, as each tender Thought increas'd, - 
Thus 1 his nt Strain. 


* 


33 . 2; „A. * Is 1 Oo 
How engagi ew 3 . 
Is a engaging, ho and tering, on any nn 6 
And what Joy the Nymph's appearing. „ 
After Abſence or Deſpair! . 
Women wile increaſe Deſiring jp 75 
contriving kind Delays; eee ee 
And advancing mitt 
All They.) mean i5—more to e. TD. 


G MN 1 4 
| Sung bt Mr. Beard. Ser by Mr, 3 | 
The Words by Paul Whitchead, Bs Beur- kart. 


* 


| enn _ 1 
THEN Bacchus, jolly God, invites 4 3 
- To revel in his . {4 <= 
. — vain his Altar I ſurround, 4% 
Tho with Burgundian Incenſe crown d: 
No Charms has Wine without the Laſs 3 
»Tis Love * 5 5 6 EONS > 


4 
* 


E 


Al Re 


VB + 


| 1 


| | An 
| ** All busd, —— Glee,” 
emer toaſt their fav'rite She, 
| o* ev'ry Nymph my Lips lam, 
My Heart ill wh — News "I 
And thus with me, — am'rous Stealth, 
| _— wy GIO a Th. . 
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| 8 0 N 6 XXVI. | 
wo by Mr. Beard, in the Royal onder. 
| Set by Dr. Boyce. 


O W leaking we find the gay Sports of the 
1elt | 
While through the Vales we're bounding, 
The Hills our Cries reſoundin 
The muſical Chace all its Pleaſure des yield. , 


How delightful the Pauſe when the Stag: good at 
But when his Flight renewing, bay! 


Again we were b Sc , 
Till we crown'd-wi Succels- yt of the road 


HE NEW Og 
a * hs 


2 8 0 N 6 xxVII. 
4 Scots CanTATA. Set by Dr. Boyce. 


LATE Jonny faintly teld fair Jean his Mind; 5 
Feany took Pleaſure to deny him lan | 

He thought her Seorn came frae a Heart un hd ; : 

er gart him in Deſpair tune up bend . 


0 bonny Lace, ſince 'tis ſae 
That I'm deſpis'd by thee, 
5 | I hate to live: But, Oh! I'm wae 
And unko ſweer to die. 


— 
— 
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41 2 age 
| Hour Jeam, think what d Hour 8 
>; I thole oy your 8 
Ah! ſhould a Breaſt ſac ſoft as yours 
| Contain: * of Stane? 
TOE 
"Theſe undes d did“ hob Pity n 1 C . 
With melting Heart ſhe liſten d to the Bo?Tr?r? 
O'ercome, ſhe ſmil'd, and promis'd him her Love; 
He inen eee nan I=. 5 1545 


Hence frae-my Breaſt, — Carey, 255 
Ye've tint the Pow'r to pine 


My Jeany's.gaod, my Jaam's fair. 


And à her dere u mine. A 70 
Spread thine Arms, and L ck. K 
N Dear ebene Bl 6 2 T 
A thouſand, Joys. around thy: Mouth. $49 * 
. ws et OE Dan 8 


s Oo NG XXVII. 5 NY 2 


"REM EC 2 mild, her lovely Look. ; 

ring Heart a Pris ner eh a 
And Pound it with 105 Tings I. na 
I ne 'er e 457 I a7; 5 77 85 * 
A n 13. 

Then, 74, \ treat a Captive . N rk 
With gentle Uſage—'tis its Dues 5 . 
It pants for thee alone: N 

Then take it kindlyr to th Bean, 

And 404 the weary Wand' rer Reſt 

d vp ks it near Ayo en. Fog on eb kgs W 


7} ITE » 0 A N W * # 
1 3 0 N 6 XXR. : 5 Vs 
j Ser by Dr. Boyce. Sy 
ID me, wits en forty Winters mo mod: 
Have furrow'd 


When from my Head, a ſcanty: Store, 
Lankly the wither'd Treſſes flow; 
when — warm Tide, that bold and ſtrong 
— rolls impetuous on, and free, 
uid and ow ſcarce ſteals Songs”. 
en bid me court Sobriety. .  . 


Nature, who form'd the varied r 
Of Rage and Calm, of Froſt and Fire, k 
Unerring Guide, could only mean 5 
N That Age ſhould reaſon, Youth deſire. 
Shall then that Rebel Man preſume 
(Inverting Nature's Law) to ſeize 
The Dues of Age in Youth's high Bloom, 
4H And join Impoſlibilities? | 
_. No—Let me waſte the frolick May 
In!n wanton Joys and wild — 
In Revel, Sport, and Laughter ; 
And Mirch, and roſy Chearfi oh: 15 
Woman, the Soul of all Delight, * 


All charms me, that to Joy incites; 


e 80 N Xxx. 
5 | Sung by N. ifs Brent. 


Haunt my Steps where-e'er 
Doubts and Fears on Love attending 
0 1 * * n with Wor. 


20; 


And Wine, the Aid of Love, BO | 85 7 


p my pallid Brow; le 


And er ry She; that's kind, is fer. a oy 


\ENDER Paſſions never „ 3 E 


vet 


Vet. 


E 


Yet in Abſence tho I languiſh, 
At my Fate PII ne'er repine; 

$0 Love's Chain, -to eaſe my Anguilh, . 
Link his at as faſt as mine. 


*% 


$ONG XXXI. 


| A Youth, by Love unhappy made; 
Your rural Sports are all in vain, 
To ſoothe my Care, or eaſe my Pain. 


O more, ye Swains, no more upbraid 


Nor Shade of Trees, nor Sweets of Flow? rs, 


Can e'er redeem my happy Hours; 
When Eaſe forſakes the tortur'd Mind, 
What Pleaſure can a Lover find * 


Yet, if again you wiſh to ſee 
Your Damon ſtill reſtor'd and free, 
Go try to move the cruel Fair, 
And gain the ſcornful Cælia's Ear. 
But, oh! forbear with too much Art 
'To touch that dear relentleſs Heart, 
Leſt Rivals to my Fears ye prove, 
And 88 ſucceed to 1 . 


8 o NG XXXII. 


Sung 2 Miſe Brent, in Couus. 


* Set by Dr. Arne. 


| gv=zs Ecbo, ſweeteſt Nymph that 10 dane 


Within thy airy Cell, 
By flow Meander's Margent green, 


And in 4 5 Violet-embroider'd Vale, 


Where the Love-lorn Nightingale 
Nightly to ches her ſad Tough mourneth well; 


\ 


* 1 
oy 


Cant 


| . 26 
Canſt * not tell me of a gentle Pair 
That likeſt thy Narcfus are ? 
| O!] if you have _- | 
Hid them in ſome flow'ry Cave, 
| Tell me but where, 
Sweet ueen of Parley, Daughter of the ade 
So may'4 thou be tranſlated to the Skies, ; 
And give reſounding Gracetoall Heav'n'sHarmonies. | 


| SONG XXXII. 
un by Mr. Beard, in EE IZ A. 
Set by Dr. Arne. | 
HE Woodlark whiſtles —_ + h the Grove, 
Tuning the ſweeteſt Notes o Hs 
To pleaſe his Female on the Sprays 
Perch'd by his Side, her little Br 
Swells with a Lover's Joy confeſt, _ 
To hear, and to reward the Lay. 


Come then, my Fair one, let us prove 
From their Example how to love: 
For thee the early Pipe ll breathe; ; 
And when my Flo ck return to Fold, 
Their Shepherd to thy Boſom hold, 
And crown him with the nuptial ee 


SON G XXXIV. | 
Sang by Mr. Lowe. Set by Mr. Worgan. 
HE Weſtern Sky was purpled o'er 

With ev'ry. pleaſing Ray, 
' And Flocks reviving felt no niore 
The ſultry Heat of Day, c 
When from an Hazle's artleſs Bow'r 
Soft warbled Strepbhons Tongue; 
He bleſt the Scene, he bleft the Hour, 
| While * $ — he _ 


x * 


8. 


Let Pops with fickle Falſhood : 


: But endleſs Bleſſings crown the Day | 
And ev'ry Bleliag find its Way 


Her dimpled Smile, her bluſhing Check, 


Far in the winding Vale retir'd, 


And ſhadowing Rocks and Woods * 


c That Nature in ſo ls a Dell 


Say Lordlings fought her for their Bride; 
e Prove to your Equals true,” the — 


« To him 1 gave my plighted Vow, 
Struck with her Charms and gentle Truth, 


The Paths of wanton Love, : 
Whilſt weeping Maids lament their ir Change 
And ſadden ev*ry Grove: E 


I faw fair E. Ham 's Dale, 
To Nang of the Dale. 


Her Shape was like the R ſo geek, 
So a ſtrait, and Fg 


How charming ſweet they were! 
This peerleſs Bud I found; 
To fence her Beauties round. 


Should form a 1 109.0 ſo ſweet, 
Or Fortune to her ſecret Cell 

Conduct my wand'ring Feet! 

But ſhe would ne'er incline: , 

«« As I will prove to mine. | \ 


„ *Tis Strepbon, on the Mountain's 13 1 
« Has won my right Good-will; * 


„% With him I'll climb the Hill.“ 
I claſp'd the conſtant Fair; 


To her alone I give my Youth, 
And vow * future Care. 


„ 1 


s + Ss 1 ; 
& * 


La} > - 
|. $-0.N.6 20 


he BEAu and the WIr. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
TR EPH ON, who try'd with ev'ry once 
. Ferie to adorn, 5 
Thought by the Beauty of his Face | 
In Sikvia's Heart to find a Place, * 
And wonder'd at her Scorn. | 


| With Bows and Smiles he did his Part: : 

| But, oh! *twas all in vain; 

A Youth leſs fine, a Youth of Art, 

Had talk'd himſelf into her Heart, 
And would not out again. She 


Strepbon i in all new Faſhions dreſs'd, 
And urg'd, her to admire: 
His Love alone the other ado 
Dear Nature kindly did 7 
| And mov'd her ſoft Bette. 


This found his Courtſhip. Serepbon ends, 
Or makes it to his Glaſs; 

There he himſelf now feeks Amends, - 

Ce, that where a Wit , 
A Beau is but an Aſs, © 


80 1 6 A 
Set by Mr. Worgan. 4 5 


I AT 1 might not be plagued with che Non- ; 
ſenſe of Men, 
I promis'd my Mother again and again ; 


To fay as ſhe bids me wherever I go, 


ad to all that they aſs, or would have, tell em No. 
. I really 


1 reall 1 1 "IE frighten'd a a 7 i oY 


And 1 own I'm not ſorry for ſerving them ſo; 


For a Shepherd I. like, with more Courage and Art, 


Then he preſs'd my young A while I bluſh'd 1 


He ald if my Heart 4 to ke was gone; | 1 


If I meant my Life long to anſwer him ſo; - © 


Will Phillis ive longer a Virgin? he . Wo 


„ b 


They'll want to be with me, I warrant, no more; 


Were the ſame Thing to do, I again ſhould iy No.7 


Won't let me alone, tho” I bid him depart; _ 4 

Such Queſtions he puts ſince I anſwer him ſo, _ 

That he makes me mean I'S, tho? * Words are 
ſtill No. | | 


; 20 } 
He alk'd, Did I hate ww or - ink kim too plain? 
(Let me die if he is not a clever young Swain) 
If he ventur'd a Kiſs, if I from him would go; 


ſaid No. 


as 


If I'd have him to leave me, or ceaſe to love on; 
J faulter'd, and ſigh'd, and reply'd to him, No. 
This Morning an End to his Courtſhip he made 3 | 


If I preſs you to Church, wi anfrer' ſcruple to go? 5 
In a hearty * Humour I an * * 


s 0 N 6 XXXVI. 1 5 N 
The Exc isn PapLock. 8 6 

New fer 2 Dr. Arne. Ack gs 'S * 

188 Dance, when Heir and young, | A 
(As Horace has divinel y ſung) | 


Could not be kept from Joe 4 Embrace © 
By vane: of Steel On * . 


| ond 

Tell vs, myſterious Huſband, tell us 

Why ſo myſterious, why ſo jealous; - 

Can harſh Reſtraint, the Bolt, the Bar, 1 88 
Make thee ſecure, thy Wiſe leſs fair? 


Send her abroad, and let her ſeg 
That all this World of Pageantry, 
Which the, forbidden, longs to know, - 
Is Powder, Pocket-Glafs, and Beau. 
Be to her Virtues ever kind, | | 
Be to her Faults a little blind, 
Let all her Ways be unconfin 'd, | 
And clap your Padlock—on her Mind. 


_ $O NG XXXVIII. © $544 
2 favourite Duetto, in the Serenata if SoLowen, | 
Set by Dr. Boyce. ö 
OGETHER let us range the Fields | 


ee e e with the — Dew, 
Fruit the Vineyard yields * 
Or the Apple's cluſt' ring Bough; 
There, fn n Shades, 
Impervious to the Noon-tide Ray, 

By tinkling Rills, on roſy Beds, 
Wie ll love the ſultry Hours away. 


8 ONG XXXIX. 
* EPITHALAMIUM. 
Sung by Mr. Beard and Mifs Young. 
Set by Dr. Arne, | 


RreiraArivx, by Mr. Beard. 
OW oft, and yet majeſtic, is her Air! 
Her N with a Heav'nly Sweetneſs 


_ Amidſta Thouſand Charms fits in her Looks confeſt, 
= And ſhews a Godlike Mind inhabits there. 42 
—_ | „ Altec 


» 


Oy i ey = YT 
happy- Days, your Flight, Fo. IF 
| "For ah Flight prepare,. 33 
Bring ev'ry "ak Delight 
| Ts ſoothe the Brave and Fair: 


Hail, happy, happy Pair! 
Thus, in each — 4 bleſt,.. 
Re ever free from Care 4% 
Of « ev*ry Joy poſſeſt. OST 
_ Recrrarive. 9 


Take the Blefling Gods no thee, _ PEE 
Smiling meet the promis'd | "x 
Faith and Truth ſhall ſtil pri thee, ra 
Peace and Love your Hours employ. 


Alx, by Miſs Young. 
Let all, let all be gay, 
And join in ſportive Play; PEA 
Let Mirth, let Mirth and Joy 
Each happy Hour employ, +; hs 
Of er e. „ 


1 DvtTrTo. Mr. Beard. F as, ies 
| Ol! the Raptures of Poſſeſſingg 
"© Melting into Beauty's Arms! ban 
i | 2 Young. | 3 | | 
Which 2 Fonou takes cen. 11 
Love's foke Flame ſhall er warm mehee, Fa 


Miſs Young, | 
Lave and Honour both ſhall charm thee. ; 
OY 0! 


A 


32 
O! the Raptures of Poſſeſſing, 
Melting into Beauty's Arms! 
- O! the Joy, the laſting Blefling, | 
Which f Honour takes its Charms! 


SON Pp" 1 

_ Sang by Mr. Beard, in the SHEPHERD's LOTTERY. 
| Set by Dr. Boyce. PAS 
f T2 dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long 5 

| Declar'd his fix d Paſſion, and dy'd for in Song: 
He went, one May Morning, to meet in the Grove, 
By her own dear Appointment, this Goddeſs of Love: 
Mean time in his Mind all her Charms he ran o'er, 
And doated on each Can a Lover do more? 


He waited, and waited, then, changing his Strain, 
*T was Fury, and Rage, and Deſpair, and Diſdain! 
The Sun was commanded to hide his dull Light, 
And the whole Courſe of Nature was alter'd down- 
*T'was his hapleſs Fortune to die and adore, [right: 
But never to change——Can a Lover do more? 
Cleora, it happ'd, was by Accident there ; 

No Roſe-Bud fo tempting, no Lily ſo fair: 

He preſs'd her white Hand — next her Lips he eſſay d; 
Nor would ſhe deny him, fo civil the Maid : 


Her kindly Compliance his Peace did reſtore, 
And dear Amaryllis——was thought of no more. 


| Ss NG REE © - 
; Woman, A my A by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall, 
TY we” Worgan. 
| Na lon ger hy A Songſters compare 


The- Merits of, Wine with the Charms of the 
Fair: 
T appeal to the Men, to determine between 
A \ Tunsbel! co le a ä fair e 
1 ü 9555 he 


231. 


The Pleaſures of Drinking henceforth I reſign; 


For tho? there is Mirth, yet there's Madneſs in Wine: 
Then let not falſe Sparkles our Senſes beguile; 
*Tis the Mention of Chloe that makes the Glaſs ſmile. : 


1 


Her Beauties with Rapture my Senſes inſpire, 
And, the more I behold her, the more I admire! 


But the Charms of her Temper and Mind I adore; 


Theſe Virtues ſhall bleſs. me when Beauty's no more. 


How bar our Days when wick Love We engage N 


"Tis the Franſport of Youth; *tis the Comfort of 
But what are the Joys of the Bottle, or Bowl? 
Wine tickles the Tafte, Love enraptures the Soul! 


A Sot, as he riots in Liquor, will cry, 
The longer I drink, the more thirſty am I. 
From this fair Confeſſion, tis plain, my good Friend, 


You're a Toper eternal, and drink to no End. 


Your Big-belly'd Bottle may raviſh your Eye, 2 + : = 
e is dry | 


But how foohſh 2 look when your Bott 
From Woman, dear Woman, ſweet Pleaſure muſt 
ſpring; \ 


Nay, the Stoics muſt own.it—ſhe is the beſt Thin 


| | 5 6 
2 L * 5 . f LITE ; 12 3 1 gk * 
Yet ſome Praiſes to Wine we may. juſtly afford; 


For a Time it will make one as great as a Lord: 


But Woman, for ever, gives Tranſport to Man, 
And PII love the dear Sex—aye, le as I can. 


* 7a i — N * 5 34 : 7 7 : © 7 8 7 e 8 
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8 0 N 45 XIII. . 
FI. A PASTORAL: Songs: * 755 
Sung at Ranelagh, by Mr. H edn. | 
Lo + 0008 Mr Bod. 
W HAT Shepherd, or Nymph of the Grove, 
Can blame me eee . 
Or lamenting aloud, as I rove, 
Since Pharbe no longer is here? : 
My Flocks, if at random they tray, EE I 
What Wonder, if ſhe's from the "Plains? 


Her Hand they were wont to obey; 
She rul'd both the Sheep and the Sains. 


"Cant ever forget how we ſtray d a 

To the Foot of yon n * Hill, 
To the Bow'r we had peg" t in the Shade, 
Or the River that runs by the Mill? 
There, ſweet, by my Side as ſhe lay, 
And heard the fond Stories I told, | 
How ſweet was the Thruſh from the Spray, 
Or the Bleating of Lambs from the Fold! | 


How. oft? wou'd I ſpy out a Charm, 
Which, before, had been hid from my View? 5 
And, while Arm was enfolded in Arm, 
My Lips to her Lips, how they grew! 
How long the ſweet Conteſt would laſt! 
Till the Hours of Retirement and Reſt, 
What Pleaſures and Pain each had paſt, 
Who longeſt had lov'd, and who beſt. 


No Changes of Place, or of Time, 

Il felt when my Fair one was near; 
Alike was each Weather, and Clime, 

Each Seaſon that chequer'd the Year: 


43 


1 


In 


* 


n 
In Winter's rude Lap did we freeze, . 1 5 
Did we melt on the Boſom of My; QB 


Each Morn brought Contentment and rue, 
If we roſe up to work or to play. 2 


Ef 


17 


| She was all my fond: Wiſhes could * 1 410 


She had all the kind Gods could impart; 
She was Nature's moſt beautiful Sp nc 
The Deſpair, and the Envy of Art: 
There all, that is worthy to prize, 99 1 

In all that was lovely was dreſt; _ 


For the Graces were thron'd in her Ka... 1 


And the You all lodg'd 1 in her Brealt, 


SON * XIII. 


Sung by Mr. Lowe, ar Vauxhall, 
| Set by Mr. Worgan. 


25 
a 


\ENTLE Heart, give over > v0 


| Ceaſe to haunt the a eee ; 
Idly think no more of dyi | 
Pally's Pride has cur' d thy thy "Love." 


Heav'nly Reaſon, now direct me; 
From thy Laws no more Þ' ll rove: 


Thy ſweet Pow'r ſhall now e me Ba: 


Gainſt the fierce Aſſaults of Love. N 


Oh! I'm bluſhing at my Folly, 


When with ardent Vows I ſtrove. | | 
To inſtruct the Heart of Polly 
How to ſigh, and how to Yon, | 


She, hard-hearted, haughty Creature, 
No — Words cou'd move 
Cruel Frowns fill'd ev'ry Feature, 


Alt each Word and Look of Love. 1 


2 0 DE, nin rs — OE ear 
; e — n 
— won — — OI — h FI 

= ROY e mn p 


MU AAR 3m. e et 
—_— _ % 85 * 


erg; — 


. 
3 
_ 
= 


—— — — 


[36] 


But, thank Heav's,. my Folly ceaſes; . 
Sighs are from my Boſom drove: 

How the ſweet Reflection pleaſes, 
Thus to live, and laugh at Love! 


Ah! what Nymph i is this Way coming? 
How; majeſtic does ſhe move! 

Cheeks, like new-blown Roſes bloomings ; 
Ah, my Heart] beware of Love. 

Oh! *tis Polly; but, amazing! 5 we 
-Smiles all o'er her Beauties rove; _ 
And her Eyes, with Tranſport gazin W 

Fill'd with Sweetneſs, fill'd with ove. 
Now, ſhe ſtands with Arms extended, 

By my Paſſion I am drove; 
Ev'ry Pow'r of Reaſon's ended; ; 
Fare wel Reaſons welcome Love. 

” SONG KLV. 
| Sang b Miſs Brent, in the Engliſh Opera of Aura- 
TJ | eg 
Cet by Dr. Arne. 
F o'er the cruel Tyrant, Love, 
A Conqueſt I believ'd, 


The flatt' r ceaſe to prove, 
O! let me be deceiy'd. = 


Forbear to fan the gentle klame, 
Which Love did firſt create; 
What was my Pride is now my Shame, 
And mutt be turn'd to Hate. 
Then call not to my wav'ring Mind 
The Weakneſs of my Heart, 
Which, ah ! I feel too much inclin'd 
To take a Traitor's Part. ol 
: o 0 N G 


rl 
8 ONO. XIV. 


of 25 Gh tate 1 n a. . 
Sung 917 Mr. Ne in che Engliſh Opera ler.. 
An 9411 0] 7 
Sur Dr. Arne. „ 
N Infancy our Hopes e eee Wo: Xx 
Were to each other known; 
I F riendſhip, in our riper Lears, 
Flas twin'd our Hearts in one: 
O! clear him then from this Offence; , 9 
Thy Love, thy Duty, prove; 
Reſtore him with that Innocence 
Wang firſt inſpir'd 120 Love. 1 9 5 


r 


8 O NG xLVI. | | 
Sung by * Beard, in the Engliſh Opern of Axra- 


XERXES, 
Ser by Dr. Arne. 


4 E H OLD on Lethe's diſmal Strand 
- Thy Father's troubled Image ſtand! : 
In his Face what Grief profound! ; : 
See, he rolls his haggard „ 
Hark! Revenge] Revenge!“ he cries, 
And points to his ſtill- 8 Wound, \ 
Obey the Call, revenge his Deat * 
And calm his Leuk (hat | mt thee Breath, hs 


4 85 
3 


= 0 N G XLVII. 


Sung 5% Mr. Beard, in phe be 
HY Father !--away !--I renounce the ſoft Claim, 
ThouSpot to my Honour ! thou Blaſt to my Fame 
Lat fs Fake the Traitor to Puniſhment bringn . 
= ather he loſt when he murder d his King. 
8 > — EG 0 Lo 0 


(383 


8 ON G XLVIII. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in ARTAXERXES, | : 


HEN real Joy we miſs, 
1 Tis ſome Degree of Bliſs, 
To reap ideal Pleaſure, _ 5 
And dream of hidden Treaſi ure. 


The Soldier dreams of Wars, 
And conquers without Scars; 
The Sailor in his Sleep 

With Safety ploughs the Deep; 


So I, through Fancy's Aid, 
Enjoy my Heav'nly Maid, 
| Ra” bleſt with thee and Love, 
Am greater far than Jove. 


SONG MN. 
The SHEPHERD aud "4a 


WAS early on a Holiday, 

| A harmleſs Shepherd Es to ſtray, _ 
And wand”ring near a Cryſtal Brook, 

He fat him down to bait his Hook; 

Thus ſaid the Shepherd, free from Care, 

„If I the Gudgeon ſhould enſnare, 

« Or any of the ſcaly Fry, 

I'd envy none beneath the Sky.” 


His Sport was harmleſs as his Mind; 
Upon. his Hand his Head reclin'd; 

And, liſt'ning to the Wood- Lark t Note, 
He watch'd the Motion of his F loat: 

It ſcarce obtain d a ſingle Swim, 

Ere Cupid round the Swain did ſkim 
With feather'd Wings, extended wide, 
And ſettled by the $ pherd' Side. 


The Swain had heard of Bows, and Darts, 

And Cupid's Snares, that torture e 

Became uneaſy at the Sight, 2 

But artfully conceaPd his Fright; 

J prithee, Cupid, tell, I pray, 

_ « What brought thee out ſo ſoon To-dby * 
« In | ruth, ſaid he, my 2 0 like thine ; 

* I hither came to wet my 


1 If that be true, thou p 
„ 'Then leave with me t 2 Aug : Toys. 1 
< I mean the Arrow in thy gle ; 
«© Then equally we'll ſhare our Stand!? 
Shepherd, Pll gi | give thee any thing; 
© Phy take with it my Bow and String.“ 
The Swain ſecure his Cheek did ſtroke, | 
And, lily, Cupid's Arrow broke. oo 


But, lo! an Angel's Voice he heard, 1 

And ſoon an Angel's Form appear'd, 

With Eyes ſo bright, as To” lays >. 

Should Phabus ſleep Ps migh t rule the Day: 

The Shepherd liſten'd to her ogy | | 

J fear the Shepherd gaz'd too lon | 
For as her Eyes their Beams with — „ 
Her fatal Looks the Shepherd flew, IL... 


At firſt he felt uncommon Smart, 
And fear'd the Boy conceal'd a Dart: 

Then faintly turning, Child,” faid he, 
This evil Arrow comes from thee. P . 
O! Shepherd, it is no ſuch Thin 

Thou hadſt my Arrow, Bow, TE String: 
But now I gueſs for whom you ſmart; 
The on _=_ ſaw has . _ Heart. * 


"COME 
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This Ghoſt is a Ghoſt of an odd Compoſition, 


. 5 5 . (40 ] 


s ON G L. 


| Duetto, gung b My. Tenducci, and Mi- Brent, # | 


the Engliſh Opera of ARTAXERXES. 


AIR Aurora, prithee ſtay; . 
O retard unwelcome Day; 
Think what Anguiſh _ my Brealt, 
Thus careſſing, thus careſt, 
From the Idol of my Heart 
Bee at FI Re: to mow: * 


x * 


s Oo NG II. 


The Coen. Lan GHosT, or Fanxv's Pnæ- 


NOM ENON., 


Sung by Mrs. Clive, by way of Epilo | „ Drum- 
mer, or The Haunted Houſe, = ofa of its Fate 
occaſional Revival, 


'ITH tera each Year, we the old Year 

out- | 
We ſcorn to conſider how far a Tale's 3 new : 8 
*Tis enough that it's talk*d of — and that the Thing's 
Which Nobody can deny, &c. 


For Greek-giving Oracles this Ghoſt a Match is, 


Wich Thumping, and ſo forth, it Queſtions diſ- 


patches, [ſcratches : 
For ſome muſt be claw'd off, it ſhews, when it 


Which Nobody can deny. 


For it never appears—ſo it's no Apparition, # 
But with Thumps, like Free-Maſons, makes known 
its Condition: b 


Which Nobody can deny. 


[41] 


With Weil the Mrltitude' s wide Mouth receive „ 
But yet for a much greater Wonder [11 give . 
'® hat Grey Beard, 197 up, and proteſt hey l 


1 believe it: 
Which Nobody can 4. 


We 0 yet 1 what this Ghoſt i is hatching ; 3 
Nor can the Learn'd Ar out, tho? wor, 208 Þ they're 
EL: EDD 

How, .without leſh = Blood, it can come by its 


Seen i 
5 Which Nobody can deny. 


Tho? this Tale-telling Ghoſt with a Baby begun, | 

What Work may it make if its Rapping goes on, 

And he ſhould Aver what grown Folks have done! 
} M bicb Nobody can deny. 


# 


There's a Time, we wid to ſuit each Inclination, 

When Cunning works beſt on Credulity's Paſſion : 

So our 1 is well-tim'd—as the Gho/t is in Faſhion : 
8 Which Tomy gy can 3 5 


e 2 s 0 G III. bi EEE 
44 by Miſs Young, in Queen Mas. | 
HE = 5 0s are cruel, arid Guardians an- 5 
8 
To force Incl ination, and ferier the Mind, 
The Fairy ſteps in, with the Maiden takes” in, 1 
her Grief, and brings Joy to _ __ 


Then come, ye Sprites, 
Attend to the Rites, | 
And Myitic Delights 
Trip, trip on the Green, 
| Wick ou and EO led 
With our Sub $ an een · 
: 22 W 8 O = 8 
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8 O N G LW: 


Sung by Miſs Young, in "OM Mas. 


HOU beſt-belov'd Offspring of Puck, our * FT 
| Nimble, airy, | 55 riend, 
Blithſome Fairy, 

Careful Pl] thy Steps attend, 
Whether wantonly teazing the Clowns of the Green, 
Or dancing by Moonlight with Mab our fair Queen. 


| The Sans: of dull Mortals ſhall watch thee in vain: 


Thou ſtill ranging, 
Ever changing, 


Short and injur'd tread the Plain : 


The Maids ſhall admire thee as ſoon as thou'rt ſeen, | 


And court thee by Moonlight to dance on the Green. 


Thon Rival, in Swiftneſs, to Li . Air, ä 
I' protect habe. ; 
LOTS dire& thee | 
How t eſcape th' intended Snare ; 
And when thou return ſt thou ſhall fit by our Queen, þ 


| I ee FEE © en. : 


s ON G LIV. 


ö W My. Beard, in the e Canw. 


; Long I figh'd for they: © | 

Till I heard of 
She'd a Mind for me: 

I met her on 2 8 

We her beſt av 
pretty cem, 
Se ſtole my *. 


* 


Oh! 


[ 43 TY 
Oh! then we kifs'd and preſs/d were we muck * 
blame? 
Had you been in my Place, you'd have done the fame, 


| As I fonder grew, RT 
- She began to prate, | 


, Quoth me Pl marry you, 
| And you ſhall marry Kate; 


But then 1 laugh'd, and ſwore, 
Ly | J lov'd her more than ſo; 
9 Ty'd each to a Rope's End 
| Is tugging to and fro. | 
Again we kifs'dandpreſs'd; were we much to blame 7” 
Had you been in my Place, you'd have done che * 


Then ſhe ſigh'd, and ſaid,  _. 

She was wond”rous fick, _ 
Dicky Katy led, 
145 ey ſhe led Diel Dick : 7 

we toy 

Under N ok. 
Katy loſt the Game, 
| Tho” ſhe lay'd in Joke; . 
n, For there we did, alas! what I dare not name; 

Had you been in myPlace, you d have done the ſame, 


$ON G LV. 

Tur Got brinen T6 Caron. | _ | 

young Lady, . ond of a & My. Han 

Jonny 0 * 15 ei bad _ 

tame G dä. ethic * to hop about her Harpfi-· 

| pm whilſt 2 ng it ; which, at 2 Hunt * 

2 ing Words. 
 RucrTaTIVE, 
O HandeP's pleaſing Notes, as Chlee fang 
The Charms of Heav'nly Liberty, 

ntle Bird, till then with Bondage pleas'd, 

1th Ardour panted to be free; 


TE 


kh! 


\ 


7 
8 
F 1 


wa 


5 * at Covent-Garden Theatre, 4% Mrs. Vernon. 


I tuck up my Robe, and am buſkin'd ſoon, 


| 101 wt, 
Vis Prifon broke, he ſeeks the diſtant Plain; - 
Yet, ere dhe flies, tunes forth this parting Strain. 


"An R. 


Whilſt to the diſtant Vale I wing, 
Nor wait the flow Return of Spring, 
Rather in leafleſs Groves to dwell 
Than in my Chloe's warmer Cell, 
Forgive me, Miſtreſs, ſince by thee 
I firſt was taught Feet Liberty. 


GSocon as the welcome Spring ſhall chear, 
With genial Warmth, the drooping Year, | 
Pl tell, upon the ropmoſt Spray, 
Thy ſweeter Notes improv'd my Lay, 
And in my Priſon learn'd from thee, 
To warble forth Sweet Liberty. : 


Waſte not on me an uſeleſs Care, 
That kind Concern let Szrephon ſhare; 
Slight are my Sorrows, flight my Ills, 
To thoſe which he, poor Sark feels, 
Wbo, kept in hopeleſs Bonds by thee, | 
Vet ſtrives not for his | 


Fs, 0 N 0 IVI. 1 
e Song of Dilax A. Ser by Dr. Boyce. 


I'T en and with Hounds I waken tho 
And hie to my Woodland Walks away 3 ws 


And tie to my Forehead a waxing Moon; 
With Shoutang, and Hooting, we pierce thro? the SF, 
| _ * turns e and doubles the Cry. 


SON 


. 
SONG LVII. 
IAT OUsT. Se by Dr. Arne. 
EALO USV, begone, and leave me! 
From my Boſom, ah! remove: 5 
While thou ſtay'ſt, thou doſt but grieve me 

' Hence, thou Fae to ſacred Love! 
Whilſt by thee the Heart's direQed, 
All Things double Faces wear; 

Chloe, in thy Glaſs reflected, 

Seems as falſe as ſhe is fair. 

Harmleſs Looks and ſlight Expreſſions, 
Where Love's Eye no Meaning reads, 
To ſome Rival are Confeſſions 

Of a Heart that for him bleeds. 

Cruel Spy! that ne'er diſcovers _ 

What may eaſe the frantic Mind, 
Hence! nor blaſt the Bliſs of Lovers: 
Leave us happy, leave us blind. 


| 2. ce / Arms. 
ENNY bright as the Day, 
And as buxom as May, 
| I happen'd to kils ; 
When ſheangry did ſa r, 
What's the Meaning of this? 
Why theſe Freedoms, I pray? 
Dear Jenny —II need no Apology uſe; 


„ 


non. 


che our Charms for my Crimes are ſufficient Excuſe: 


dere Lips ſweet as thoſe, were for Kiſſing decreed; 
ry'd ſhe, Very fine! very pretty indeed. 
Repeating this Strain then again and again, | 


of kiſss'd her, and preſs'd her, ſtill more to obtain, 

Sky, ill he ſprung from my Arms and flew over the 
Fe . HE 

N | ; Like 


Like Daphne, ſhe ſtrove my Embrace to clude; 
Like Phebus, 1 quicken'd my Pace and purſu'd, 


What foilow'd, ye Lovers, muſt never be ſaid ; 
But, *twas all very fine, very pretty indeed. 


e 
The Nown-ParEiLLE. Ser by Dr. Boyce. 
HE Nymph that I lov'd was as chearful a 


: __ 7D a 
And as ſweet 5 the bloſſoming Hawthorn in May; 
Her Temper was ſmooth as the Down on the Dove; 
© And her Face was as fair as the Mother's of Love: 
Tho? mild as the pleaſanteſt Zephyr that ſheds 
Z And receives gentle Odours from flow'ry Beds; 
BZ Yet warm in Affection as Phæbus at Noon, 
| And as chaſte as the Silver-white Beams of the Moon, 


= Her Mind was unſully'd as new-falPn Snow, 

= And as lively as Tints from young Iris his Bow; 

A As clear as the Stream, and as deep as the Flood; 

. She, tho' witty, was wiſe, and tho? beautiful, good: 
The Sweets that each Virtye, or Grace, had in Store, 
| Jhbe cull'd as the Bee does the Bloom of each Flow”, 
= Which, treaſur'd for me, O] how happy was l 
| For tho? her's to collect, it was mine to enjoy 


: T 
In the Serenata of SoLomon. Ser by Dr. Boyce. 
Sung by Mrs. Vincent, at Vauxhall. 
CD ALMY Sweetneſs ever flowing, 
"A From her dropping Lip diſtils; 
Flowers on her Cheeks are blowing; 


And her Voice with Muſic thrills : 


* 


Zephyn 


„ 
Zyphyrs oer the Spices flying; 
WMafting Sweets from ev'ry Tree, 
Sick'ning Senſe with Odours cloying, 
Breathe not half ſo ſweet as the, 


li 8 O N G IXI. 
Sung by Miſi Brent, in the Opera of Eliza. 
W H O'd know the Sweets of Liberty? 
*Tis to climb the Mountain's Brow : 

Thence to diſcern rough Induſtry | 

At the Harrow or the Plow : 
Tis where my Sons their Crops have ſown, 

Calling the Harveſt all their own. 


'Tis where the Heart to Truth ally'd, 
Never felt unmanly Fear; 

'Tis where the Eye, with milder Pride, 
Nobly ſheds ſweet Pity's Tear, 

Such as Britannia yet ſhall ſee; 
Theſe are the Sweets of Liberty. 


TTV 
The Lucky Fall. Set by Dr. Arne. 


A Band of Cupids t'other Day 
5 Were i in a Myrtle Grove, 


Till tir'd of ev'ry Boyiſh Play, 

They made a Match to rove; | | 
But where? ery'd one (the Cock of . 
Let's fix upon a Place: 
| « Hang Paphos, and Olympus Hall ; 
zoyce. 1 vote for Chhe's Face.“ 


No ſooner ſaid, than off they flew ; 
And gathering round the Fair, 
As Swarms of Bees on. Flowers do, 
They ſettled here and there; 


* 


Lephyn . 


Cn en ION 
5 Ro See. 
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_ © To play at Hide and Seek. . 
But Gravity itſelf muſt ſmile, 
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Some on her Lips, her Noſe, and Chin ; 0 


A Score on either Cheek, 
While Fifty to her Eyes went in 


The Wranglers to have heard, 


For Place diſputing all the While, 


Tho' each his own preferr'd: 
Till chancing from her Lips to ſlide, 
One fell on Chloe's Breaſt, | 


And creeping down, in Triumph cry'd, 


« Who's Station's now the beſt ?” 
_ ON Ln 


Pv, or the Fick3.s Fain, Set by Dr. Arne. 


I7 E Shepherds, who, bleſt in your Loves, 
Live Strangers to Sorrow and Fear, 


201 ity a Brother that proves 
Th 


e Heart-breaking Pangs of Deſpair. 
What boots it my Heifers and Ewes 
All thriving and pregnant I find? 
Poor Bleſſings, poor Comforts, are theſe, 
Since Peggy is falſe and unkind! —_ 


Bear witneſs, each Fountain and Vale, 


; Bear witneſs, each Garden and Grove, 


How oft” ſhe has heard my fond Tale, 


And ſmil'd on the Suit of my Love. 


But, oh! cruel Change that I find, 


The Gentle is now grown ſevere, 


More cold than the North's chilling Wind, 


That blaſts the young Buds of the Year. | 


Range wildly, my Flocks and my Herds; 


Begone from your Maſter, poor Tray - 
My Pipe ſhall no more wake the Birds ; 
I'll break it, and fling itaway. _ 


Some 


11 
Some Deſert, all barren and bleak, e 


Shall ſhield me from every Eye: 8 


There, Peggy, I'll weep for thy ſake; 
I'll weep, cruel Maid, and I'll die. 


diene en 
1 The COMPARISON. Set by Dr. Arne. | 


JARTING to Death we will compare; 
For ſure, to thoſe who love ſincere, 
So dreadful is the Pain, ; 
Such Doubts, ſuch Horrors, rend the Mind: 
But, Oh! when adverſe Fate grows kind, 
How fweet to meet again! | 


| To thoſe try'd-Hearts, and thoſe alone, 


Who have the Pangs of Abſence known, 


The bliſsful Change is giv'n; 
And who—— Oh ! who, wou'd not endure 
The Pangs of Death, if they were ſure 


To reap the Joys of Heavin? _ 


SW NG A. 
Ai Ops to Love. Ser by Dr. Arne: 
Propitious to thy Vot'ry prove; 


Thy facred Influence impart, — 
And teach me to diſcloſe my Heart, 


That its fond Languiſhings difplay'd, h [11 OF 


May gently move the pitying Maid, 
What Fear forbids my 3 o 


£ 


P AREN'T Divine of Heav'nly Love, 


And Muſic's Love-taught Pow'rs reveal 


5 


0 


* 


"tak 


. * * let that pure, that living Fire, 
Which warms my Soul with ſoft Defire, 
In artleſs genuine Truth expreſt, 

Raiſe equal Ardours in her Breaſt ; 


Creep ſoftly thro? each tender Part, 

And melt to Sympathy her Heart: 

So ſhall the grateful Muſe repay 

Thy rg r, which firſt attun'd her Lay. 


== SONG LXVL. EE. 
n. Lovin's rr, On by Dr. Arne. 
AIRE R than the op'ning Lilies, 
Sweeter than the LEND Role. 

Are the blooming Charms of PE: : 3 

Richer Sweets 1 ſhe diſcloſe. 
Long ſecure from Cupid's Pow'r, 

Soft Repoſe had lull'd my Breaſt, | 
Till, in one ſhort fatal Hour, 

She depriv'd my Soul of Reſt. 


Cupid, God of pleaſing Anguiſn, | 
From whoſe Shafts I bleed and burn ! 
Teach, O! teach the Maid to anguiſh! ' 
Strike fair Phillis in her Turn. 
From that Torment in her Breaſt, 
Soon to Pity ſhe'Il incline, | 
And, to give her Boſom Reſt, 
Kindl Acai ang Wound in mine. 4 


5 388 LXVII. 
De Ca uriox. Se y Dr. Arne. 
HILIRA's Charms poor Damon took; 
How eager he for billing! 4 
When, lo ! the Nymph the Swain forſook, 
1 ew her Fow'r * 5 


4 


77% 


= . 511. 
4 either = has ſhe ſheath'd a Dart 5 8 
He felt it, never doubt him 2 
Odzooks l a Man were thro” the Heart, | 


Ere he cou'd look about him, 


But mark the End, —with Scythe ſo br $3 
Dime Oer the Forehead ſtruck her; BITES. 
And all her Charms ; began to v br a5 ; 
| Then ſhe was in a | 1 ; 
She then began to rave and curſe, 
Her Time ſhe paſs d no better; 
Yet ſtill had Hopes, ere bad Fre worſe, 
Some comely Swain might * her. 


Philiva, * Lad me meets, "I 
Now makes an am'rous Trial; 
But each with Scorn her Warmneſs. treats; 
Each frowns in cold Denial. 
Coquettes, take warning ; change your Taue; 3 
This woeful Caſe remember: 
The Bedfellow you flight in une, 
You'll with 5 in . 


- 8 
* 


4 2 Song in. TY Oratorio of JuprrTa. 
Set by Dr. Arne. Sung by Miſs Brent. _ 


AIN is Beaut s eaudy Flow'r, 
V Pageant of e e 5 
Born juſt to bloom and fade: 
Nor leſs weak, leſs vain that . 
Is the Pride of Human Wit; 3 
The Shadow of a Shade. „ 


. SONG 


© 8 a 3 . 
. 1 


| 8, O0 NH „ 
In the Oratorio of JuniTH. - Ser / Dr. Arne. 
AKE, my Harp, to melting Meaſures, 
Pour thy ſofteſt, ſweeteſt we,” 
Such as lift the Thoughts on high; 
Till the rapt Soul, Earth forſaking, 
Heaven-wardits Flight is _ 

On the — of POOR” 


CCC 4 N G XX. | 1 IS 
2 by Mi/s Brent, in the Maſque of Aya ER, 
e 
OV E's the Tyrant of the Heart, 
Full of Miſchief, full of Woe;;z + 
All his Joys are mixt with Smart; | 
Thorns beneath his Roſes grow.: 
And Serpent-like he ſtings the Breaſt, 
Where he 3 is harbour” | 5d. 


S O N G LXXI. 7 
H LO E's Smiles can never pleaſe me 
Smiles of Folly I diſdain: 
Chle*s Frowns will never teaze me.; 
Frowns of Folly give no Pain. 


x N 
2 ; 
oy 4 9 wen 3 2 * 2. - 
. 21 yy of e © n re, Ro IN 2 Cad * * 
n a n a s 5 . 2 2 R a * 4 . ä 3 7 * — 
9 'S n * — — 8 3 ö n S 9 
* PP wag - K N — mn Pay" e ter ac Or” * pn — — 

* a Divi 4 — - — ; 2 % 1 e 6 1 5 5 9s: P Bw; — 

_— * , g "<7 — — r - re 8 no — * 8 Os n Wks * 
" 7 Py” F . 8 HE hy . — : - 3 nm BE: oY $27 OS IE 
* 2 A ix 4 — —— I Ee 4 þ 4 Fe Up GER) INT 6m” 

— * I m"_— — n eee IG . vez 

= f Pac 3h $a 2 W 3 


Yet if ſhe would give me 8 | 
She muſt give her Follies o'er: _ 
Wiſdom is the only Treaſure 
I can wiſh, or dare adore. 


Tet her try with Worth to leaſe me; 
Worth I never could diſdain; 
Wiſdom's Frowns would ever teaze mes 


Wen £32 at 
$ONG 


. 2 


N But as it is; vouchſafe to wear 


' 0577 


8 ON G E ö 


10˙ D' monds ſhine brighter than Phillips * 
i Eyes, 
Tho? her- Cheeks are-out-bluſh'd by the Roſe "= 

ho' no Flow'rets around her ſweet Steps deign to 

friſe, 

And her Skin i is not whiter than Snows; 
Tho? her Voice is not ſweeter than Philomel's Lays 
Nor her Lips with Ambroſia diſtil; 


ho' the Maſes have never grown proud arkerPraiſe, | 
Nor Apollo hath envy'd her Quill: 

et her Charms are as great as a Woman can boaſt, : 
And her Vartues are equall'd by fen; 3 , 
he's too good for a Belle, ſhe's too wiſe for a Toaſt: 
And 1 tore a Th, that's what 1 hs 5 


" 4 N G LXXIII. 
Sung by Mr. Andrews, at Sadlers- Wells. 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


| ReciTATIive, 
0 yonder Beech's friendly Shade, 
Repair, my Aura, lovely Maid; 1 
And while our Lambkins Frolic mae, \ 
Thy Shepherd's Treaſure ſmiling take. 
„ 1: * OW 
Were to my Wiſh th Temples bound, 
How Jadias Gems ſhould blaze around?” 
Yet Wiſhes are but idle Breath; 
Accept, in lieu, a Roſy Wreath : 
Had I proud Per/ia at my Beck, 
What gaudy Robes my Fair ſhould deck! 


What ance enwrapt ">; _ Cane,” Es 


— 


| i 54 1 | 

of burni@'d Gold, or Silver fn. - , 

| Thoſe Feet of thine ſhould Sandals bear; L 
But, all I have to offer now, . 
The Hide of Dap, thy fav'rite Cow. 
Said Aura Sandals, Robes and Crowns, | 
Are ſlender Proofs gainſt Fortune's Frowns ; 
We've Health and Eaſe—Is Heaven ſcant? | 
Here one: my n all + we want. 5 


| 8 ON 6 1 
ZBaccus ard AxIADPNE. A Cantata. 
3 Set by Dr. Arne. | 2g 
R REciTATIVE. 
IHE faithlefs Theſeus ſcarce had got on 1 bbetz, 
When Ariadne wak' d, and miſs d her Lord: 
— 2 ſhe roſe, and to the Beach ſhe few, 
And ſaw his Veſſel leſs'ning to her View: ::: 
She ſmote her Breaſt; 1 4 rav'd, and tore her Hair; 


Then, in foft Plaints, ſhe vented hey Deſpair. 


” OY 
Ah! The/tur, Theſeus, ft 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, ye Wi 50 blow! 
Kind Neptune, ceaſe to flow, : : 
Nor waft my Love away! 7 WER. 

Ah! whither wilt thou go? ©» 
Could 1 have ſerv'd thee ſo? * 

Ah! The/eus, faithleſs The/eut, tell me why 

You fly from her who gave thee Pow's r to 5 


»} 


a RECITATIVE. 

The Jolly God whorules the xk Berl 
Bacchus, whoſe Gifts re- animate the Soul, 
Heard and beheld poor Ariadue's Grief, 
my gently, thus ry. Relief. 


Aix. 


| Learn hence, ye fond Maidens, who aroop and whe | ; 


Let the Nymph, who's forſaken for one that's more 


1 
Ceaſe, lovely Nymph, to wee 
Wipe off that 2 Tear; | 
Though T he/eus P lough the tin 


You've ſtill a Lover here: 
I am Bacchus, God of Wine, 
God of Revelry and Joy; 
If Ariadne will be mine, 
Mirth ſhall ev'ry Hour employ. 
Come, Silenus, fi 44 
Of my choiceſt — Drau ght; 
Fill it, Man, why fill it uz 10 
will baniſh ev'ry gloomy Thought: 
F ill it higher, to the Brink: 
Come, my lovely Mourner, drink! 


RECITATIVE. 
with ſoft Reluctance ſhe at laſt cp. 1. 


And to her Lips the nectar'd Cup app 


The potent Draught, with more can Magic Art, 
Flew thro' her Veins, and ſeiz'd her yielding Heart: 
In Wine ambroſial all her Cares were drown'd, 
And with Succeſs the jovial God was crownꝰd: 


While old Silenus, as he reel'd — 
Thus entertain'd'them with his frolic Song. 


* 
. 5 = < 
\ 


ine, 
Learn hence, ye fond Lovers, the Virtue of Wine: 


„ 
Take a comfortin Glaſs, and*twill drown all Deſpair ; 1 
And let the fond Youth who wou'd win the coy 1 — 


. Inſtead of his Cupid 's, ſeek Bacchus s Aid. | ö | 


Lethin Bacchus ne*er fails of performing his Part: 
him gain the Head, and you Il ſoon gain the Heart. - 
D4 $ONG | 


"mJ 
SONG LXXV. 
CAN TATA. Ser by Mr. Oſwald. 
__* RrciTATIVE, . 
IN fam'd Arcadia's flow ry Plains | 
The gay Paſtora once was heard to ſing; 


Clole by a Fountain's cryſtal Spring, 
She warbled out her merry Strains, 


AlR. 
ents wou'd ye hope to biene us, | 
You muſt ev'ry Humour try, 
Sometimes _ ſometimes teaze us, 
Often laugh, and ſometimes dia: 
Soft ehials 
Are but Trials,  — 
| You muſt follow when we Aly; 
Onan, would 3 hope to pleaſe us, 
You mult ey? ry Humour try. . 
ReciTATIVE. 

8 who long ador'd this ſprightly Maid. 
Vet never durſt his Love relate, | gt - 
Reſolv'd at laſt to try his Fate: . 
He ſigh'd, he ſmil'd, he kneePd and pray d | 
Sbe frown'd—he role, and walk'd away; 

But ſoon returning, look'd more gays 


And ſung, and danc'd, and on his r a eff 
85 155 he play c. 


- * * * 


e 
Patra fled ta ſhady Grove; 
Damon view'd her, 
And purſu'd her: 
Cupid laugh'd, and crown'd his 8 1 78 
The Nymph look'd back — well pleas'd to ſee 
2 Damon ran as falt as he 


E n 


57 


ss EVE 9 
Duxrro, in the Oratorio of Joszrn. 3 


HA T's ſweeter than the new- blown Roſe, 5 
Or Breezes from the new-mown Cloſe ? | 
What's ſweeter than an April Morn, _ 

Or May-day's Silver 1 Thorn? 

What than Arabia's ſpicy Grove? 

Oh! ſweeter far * th of Love. 


8 O NG LXXVII. 


CAx TATA. Tana 7 the French by the * : 
Lord Lanſdown. 


Set by Dr. Arne. Sung by Mr. Beard, - : 


\ROLIC and free, for Pleaſure born; 
Dull, ſelf-denying Fools I ſcorn; 

The proffer'd Bliſs I ne*er refuſe, ei EI 

Tis often troubleſome to chuſe. 699 

Lov'ſt thou, my Friend? I love at sight: 

Drink'ſt thou? this Bumper does thee ee, : 

At random with the Stream I flow, 

And play my Part, mee I go. 


But, God of 8 ; fince we muſt be 

Oblip'd to give ſo ome Hours to thee; 

Invade me not, while the full Bowl _ 
 Glows in my Cheeks, and warms my Soul! : 
Be that the only Time to ſnore, | | 
When I can laugh, and drink no more: 
Short, very ſhort, be then thy Reign, - 

N m in Hale to live again. 


DB, 7. ĩ˙ A « . 
% s 


1 581 


But, Oh! if melting i in my Arms, | 
The Nymph belov'd, with all her Charms, 

In ſome ſoft Dream ſhould then ſurpriſe, 

And grant what waking the denies; | 

Gentle Slumber, prithee ſtay! 

Slowly, flow N bring the Day! 


* 


May no rude Noiſe my Bliſs Jeftroy! 
| Such ſweet Delufion's real Joy. 


SON 6: 
CanTATA—The Moxie. Set by Dr. Arne. 


HE glitt ring Sun begins to riſe 
On yonder Hill, and paints the skies; 
= The Lark his warbling Mattin fings; | 
Fach Flow'r in all its 1 ſprings; 
4 The Village up, the Shepherd tries 
His Pipe, and to the Woodland hies. 


Oh! that on th' enamell'd Green 
My Delia, lovely Maid, were ſeen, 
Freſher than the Roſes Bloom, 
Sweeter than the Meads Perfume. 


Go: gentle 8 and bear my Sighs away, 
10 Bella s Ear the tender Notes convey: 
As ſome lone Turtle his loft Love deplores 
And with ſhrill Echoes fills the ſounding * 
A So I, like him abandon'd and forlorn, = BP 
Nia.ſch ceaſeleſs Plaints my abſent Delia OW nc alt 


Go, 3 Gales, and bear my Sighs along: 

The Birds ſhall ceaſe to tune heir Ev” "ning Song 

The Winds to blow, the waving Woods to . 

Aug §treams to murmur, boy I ceaſe to love: „ 
Not 


+> 292 

Not bubbling k Fountains to the the thi Sein, 

Nor balmy 8 cep to Lab'rers ſpent with Pain, 
Nor Show'rs to Larks, nor Sunſhine to the Bee, 1 1 
Are es ſo pleaſing as thy Sight to me, 


8 0 N G IXXIx. 


World Happineſs i in ſpite of Phils aphy. 
| Set by Dr. Arne. 


O curb the Will, with vain Pretence 
| Philoſophy her Force ans pe 
And tells us, in — of ene 
That Life affords no real Joys: 15 
Such idle Whims my Heart — „ 
Envy me not, immortal Jove, 
If I prefer my Bliſs to your's, e OE 
| Claſp'd 1 in the Arms of her I love. bs 7 N 


Since you have giv'n 'Defires to Men, 
Deny us not Enjoyment free: 

Muſt I be happy only then, Þ þ 
When I, alas! ſhall ceaſe to be? 

Such idle Whims my Heart abjures wy 7 
Envy me not, immortal Jove, | 

If I prefer my Bliſs to yours, 

. in the Arms of her [ love. 


8 O0 NG Lxxx. 


| Cantata, Lyp1a from SaPHo, Ser by Dr. Arne, 
RECITATIVE, accompany d. 


ENEA TH this fad and filent Gloom 
I waſte in Sighs my youthful Bloom; 
But not the Shades that baniſh Day, 


| Drive Lydia! 5 * Form away. | 1 
TT. „„ 


. 
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TOE . 
Her eaſy Shape, her lovely Mien, 


Th' attractive Smile of Beauty's Queen, | 


Her ſparkling Eyes, her lowing Hair, 


- A Wit ſo ſmart, ſo ſoft an Air, 


The ſpightful Gods contriy'd for Ruin, 
And deck*d her thus for my Undoing. - 
| An 


Lovely Maid, all Charms adorning, 


Born'to give ſupreme Delight, 
Fairer than the roſy Morning, 
Ot the Silver Queen of Night, 


Why ungrateful doſt thou leave me? 


Stay, thou cruel Fair one! ſtay: 


- 


Death attends, if thou deceive me— - 


Lydia, why ſo far away ? 


REciTATIVE, accompany'd.. 


I dream, or her unequall'd Charms 
Are folded in my Rival's Arms : 

See! ſhe claſps the happy Boy. 
Anguiſh waſte, 
Light*ning blaſt, 

Tortures rend him, 
Dtieath attend him, 
Ere he taſte the riſing Joy! 
| REciTATIVE. 
No—let him triumph, let him prize 
The faithleſs Wretch wen I deſpite, 
IR, 
Wander, Lydia — ſo will I, 
And to nobler Conqueſts fly : 
| Roving, ranging, 
Ever changing, 
Gay and airy, 


Born to vary, 


Soon the treach'rous Fair ſhall ſee 


I can be falſe as well as ſhe, 


1 


SONG 


at. 
s O NO LXXXI. 


Sung by Mr. Beard, in the Maſque of Auras JF 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


ENIUS of Britannia's Ile! 

Hope inſpiring, 

Ardour firing, | 
Gracious deign one Heav' oy Smile; ;. 
HOY this Iſtand to defend; 

O protect me, 

O direct me; © 

To attain | the glorious End! 


s O NG IXXxII. | 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


wes Trees did bud, and Fields were. green, 


And Flow'rs were fair to ſee;. 
When Mary was complete Fifteen, | 
And Love Jaugh d in her Eye; „ 
Blithe 8 5s Looks her Heart did move 
eak her Mind thus free: 
" Fi. down the Burn, my gentle Love, | 
« And ſoon Fl follow thee.” i 5 575 


Now Teckey did each Lad _ | 
That dwelt on this Burn- fide; T 
And Mary was a bonny Laſs, 


Juſt meet to be a Bride: „ 


Her Cheeks were roy, red and white, 
Her Eyes were azure blue, 5 

Her Looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her Lips like CC Dew. 


* * * * 
F K 


= — 
. — 


| 1 621 
What paſs'd, I gueſs, was harmleſs Play, 


And nothing, ſure, unmeet! 5 
For, ganging home, I heard them ſa 
They hik'd a Walk ſo ſweet: SO 
His Cheek to her's he fondly laid; 1 
She cry'd, Sweet Love, be true: | 
And when a Wife, as now a Maid, 
„ To Death Ill follow you.“? 


—_ 
* 


SONG LXXXIII. 
Sung by Signora Fraſi, in th: Engliſh Opera of ELIZA. 
Set by Dr. Arne. TT on 


| APPY Day! for ever dear, 
3 Brighteſt of the circling Year ; 
Smiles like thine can Freedom charm, 
; Glory crown, and Virtue warm. 
Peace comes {miling up to thee ; 
+ Pleas'd, comes onward Liberty; 
Plenty too brings up the Band. 
Dancing o'er this happy Land. 


#01 


" $0NG Lxxxiv. 
Ser by Dr. Arne. | 
A TTEND, all ye Fair, and I'll tell you the Art 
To bind ev'ry Fancy with Eaſe in your Chains, 


To hold in ſoft Fetters the conjugal Heart, 

And baniſh from ymen his Doubts and his Pains, 
Good-humour will light up a 17 Bp Fire; 

It ſweetens the Voice and impaſſions the Kiſs ; 


'The Mouth ſweetly. ſmilin awakens Defire, _ 
And Beaury digte each Berne e Fs. 


Ve 


7 
£ 
Re 


| RT 


| [6] | 

h Ye Fair, take the Hine: which I freely impart : 

Neglecting to pleaſe, other Efforts are vain: 

| E ut Good-Humour, you'll conquer the Heart: 
And Love, with mg Grace. 1 ane in Ser 


Train. 


8 O N G IXXXV. eh. 
CLA, 4 Cantata. Set by Sip. TY 
Rxrcrrarivz, accompanied. 
H! *tis Eliaium all In Beauty dreſt, 
To Fancy's Eye my Celia ſtood confeſt : 
Her Glance ſpake Bxſtacy :—** No more,” the cries, 
«© No more my Love ſhall 1 and waſte in Sighs. 
« Be 4 T hyr/ again adorn | 
«© With lovely Mir Ga af for my Return; 1 
« And thin embrace me.” >= Ob! *twas Heer: n " 
ear | 
Starting I wake, but find no Calia REAP: 
| | A1R, 
To my Lips than Nectar ſweeter, 
© Whereſoe'er I turn my Eyes, 
Only thee I view, dear Creature ; 
Ev'ry other Object dies. 5 
Still thy charming Form is playing, 
Whether ſoft reclin'd by Streams, 
| Or thro? ſhining Crouds Im ftraying, 
When diſſolv'd in pleaſing Dreams. 


SON G LXXXVI. 


The Words made to 4 favourite Scotch Air, in the” 
| Overture'sf ILROMAS and $aily. | 
Ser by Dr. Arne. Sung by Miſs Brent. 
bo rg his' Heart, and own his Flame, 3 
Ithe 7ocky to you en came; 1 
But, tho? ee e * palkng — urs **V*̈5 
| The careleſs turn'd her * pen: Hes 


Cen 


Her Mille-white Hand he did extol, . = 
And prais'd her Fingers 5p Arp and fall OE 

Unuſual Joy her Heart did 20 
But ſtill ſhe tarn'd her Spinning Wheel, 


Then round about her ſlender Waift 
He claſp'd his Arms, and her embrac'd ; 
To kiſs her Hand he down did kneel : 
But yet ſhe turn'd her Spinning-Wheel. 


With gentle Voice ſhe bid him riſe ;- : 
He bleſs'd her Neck, her Lips, and og * 
Her Fondneſs ſhe could ſearce conceal ; 

Vet ſtill ſhe turn'd her Spinning-Wheel. 


Till, bolder ee, ſo cloſe he preſs'd, 
His wanton Thought ſhe quickly gueſs'd ; 5 
Then puſn'd him from her Rock and Reel, 
And angry turn'd her Spinning Wheel. 


At laſt, when ſhe began to chide, 

He Fore he meant her for his Bride: 
Twas then her Love ſhe did reveal, 
And flung away her Spinning-Wheel. 


8 ON G LXXXVII. 
CaN TATA. Set by Mr. Stanley, 


RecirariIve. 
ARCUS the young, the noble, and the brave, . 
To Camps inur'd and Deeds of Arms, 
. Struck with the Force of Beauty's Charms. 
Now falls the fair Lacinda's Slave. | 
No more he ſeeks the hoſtile Plain, 
But to the ſolitary Grove ; 
(The ſoft Retreat of Peace and Lore) 
In gentle Murmurs breathes his Pain; 
And thus, with ſuppliant Voice and broken o. 
The * ſu'd-the "OE of the Skies. 9 
8 * 11. 


D 


Ks 


—— 


n 1 
Teach : a young: unſkilful Lover e 
Thoſe ſoft Arts that charm the Fairs. 
: Teach me, Venus, how to move hers. ' 


How my raging Pain nee 


| nt N | e 

The Goddeſs liſten'd to his Pray” r; = 

She ſaw him languiſh and deſpair; - - 
Then downward thro? the lucid Skies, 4 

She bad her Iv'ry Chariot roll, | 
And, whilſt ſoft Pity fill'd her Eyes, 

Thus ſooth'd the. "OE of on Soul. 


Be pleaſant, be and 8 mw 
The Force of es and the Charms of her Face, 
Commend e'ery Feature, each Beauty . 1 
With Pleaſure ſhe'll liſten to all you can ſay: 

Let her Humour and Taſte be the Road-you od, - 
And the Love of herſelf will inſure her to you. 


$0N 6 LXXXVIII. 
Cax TATA. y Mr. Stanley. . 
"> AK. | „ 
7 HILE others barter Eaſe for ve i 
And fondly aim at growing great 
Let me, (with ro y Chaplets crown d,) 1. 
Stretch'd on the Flow r-enamelPd Ground,, 
The Grape's nectareous Juices quaff, 
Alternate fing, and love, and laugh. 
Already ſee k 4 purple Juice 
Reſplendent o'er my Cheek diffuſe 
A ſecond Youth! ——Again, the Bowl 
Wk warm  Defurerinflames my 2 


Rxcir -- 


| 


* | 6 4 y " : 
ET | 
1 661 2 
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" RECITATIVE. | 
Quickly, ah quickly! muſt I leave 
Ihe Joys which Wine and Beauty give; 
Soon muſt I quit my wonted Mirth, 
And mingle with my Parent Earth, -- 


Where Kings, diveſted of their State, 


Wich Slaves ſuſtain a common Fate. 


V | 
Let then the preſent Hour be mine, 
Bleſt in the Joys of Love and Wine: 
Come, ye Virgin Throng, advance, 
And mingle in the ſprightly Dance: 
To the Lyre's enchanting Sound | 
Nimbly tread the blithſome Round; 
While the genial Bowl inſpires _ 
Soft Delight and gay Pefires. 


8 © N @ LEXIS... 
- CanTaTa. Set by Mr, Stanley. 
. KRRrcrrærivE. 
S Delia, bleſt with e ery Grace, 
Invok'd ſoft Muſic's needleſs Aid, 


Completely conquer'd by her Face, 
Thus gentle S:rephon ſmiling ſaid: 


LONG „„ | | 
Where partial Nature may deny 
The Po r of Beauty's melting Glance, 
Let tedious Labour toil and try 405 
To ſwell the Song, or form the Dance; 
But let your Charms alone ſuffice, 
And truſt the Muſic of your Eyes. 


L 


RECITAs 


[6] 
. © i ron, 
Denali; who chanc'd to over-hear, Nong 
Thus ſpoke as he approach'd more near 


He flatters; do not truſt the Swain, By: 
But liſten to my honeſt Strain. . OS 


* 


* 
e 
8 


Arx. . 
Wonders are 94 of Beauty's Power, 
Nor faintly warms the taneful Lay; 
Your Voice and Perſon ev'ry Hout 
By Dozens ſteal our Hearts away: 
Then how triting = the Prins; ͤ 
Since Fops have us, and Fools have boot 


Ab! | lovely Nymph, indeed to bleſs, | 
Select the worthieſt Swain you've ben, 
Who, prizing Sound and Colour leſs, 
Admires you for your Senſe alone; 
Then leave all little Arts behind, 
And ſtudy to improve the Mind. 


ON XC, 
CanTATaA.. bet by Mr. senke. 
RRCI TAT. 5 \ IJ 
HE God Vertumnus lov'd 1 fair, Te 
A Nymph that made the Orchard's Growth 
her Care, 1 

Nor thought of Love A Thouſand Shapes he tries, 

But all in vain, to pleaſe the Virgin's Eyes: | 
At length a Matron's ſober Form he wears, 
Furrow'd with Age, and crown'd with Silver Hairss 
Enters, with tott'ring Step, the filent Grove, 


And thus attempts to warm her Heart with Loves. 
a 


| + Arik s 7 
What beauteous 80 — my Sight 6 wn, © 
How gloſel vonder Vine | 
Does round that Elm' s:\upporting Heghes: 
Her wanton Ringlets twine! POLY 
That Elm (no more a barren Shade) 
Is with her Cluſters crown'd; 
And that fair Vine, without his Aid, 
Had crept along the Ground. 


Let this, my Fair one, move thy Heart 
Connubial Joys to prove, 
Vet mark what Age and Care impart, 
Nor thoughtleſs ruſh on Love: 
Know thy own Bliſs, and joy to hear- 
| Vertumnus loves thy Charks. 4 ; 
The youthful God that rules the Year,. _ 
And keeps thy Groves from Harms. 


While ſome with ſhort-liv'd Paſſion glow,. 


| His Love remains the ſame; 
_ -. On him alone thy Heart beſtow, . 
And crown his conſtant Flame: 
So ſhall no Froſt's untimely Pow'r . 
Deform the blooming Spring 5 
80 ſhall' thy Trees, from Blaſts ſecure. 
Their wonted Tribute bring, 


| REciTATIVE.. „„ 
In vain he pleaded; but at length reſum'd 5 
His own bright Form, where YouthCeleſtial bloom'd; : 
Around his, Temples bluſh'd a roſeate Wreath, . $ 
1 e Locks — wav'd beneath: 1 
he wond' ring Nymph this pleaſingChan ofirvey'd, | 
'Till b Degrees or ä Voarg — 'd, 
Her Heart diſfolv'd—— A ſoft 4 «0d Defire 


She Tells: 8 ſighing, . a mutual Fire. 


ihm i as 


Arn 


1% 


| 1 5 HTS 3 Re” 5 

ben Youth and kind Occaſion pris. + | f 
And Love appears in Beauty's Dreſs, 

What Nymph but muſt comply? ?: 
But rigid Rules, and Council ſage, 7g, 08 
The weak Efforts of wither'd . e | 

_ a in vi eee „ | 


8 ON G XCT. 
_ - Jn Acis and GALATEA. 
OVE ſounds th' Alarm, 
And Fear is a flying; 
When Beauty's the Prize, 
What Mortal fears dying? 
In Defence of my Treaſure 
I'll bleed at each Vein; 
Without her no Pleaſure, 
For ife 1 is a Pain. 


ee 
_ VarenTine's-Day: A Ballad. 


HEN Bluſhes dy'd the Cheek of Morn, _ 
And Dew-drops gliſten'd' on the Thorn; 
When Sky-larks tun' Ten their Carols ſweet, 
Jo hail the God of Light and Heat: 
Philander, from his downy Bed, g 
To fair Ziſerta s Chamber ſped, 
Crying—Awake, ſweet Love of mine, | | 
I'm come to be thy Valentine! ao nt} ol 


Soft Love, that balmy Sleep denies, 

Had long unveil'd her brilliant Eyes, 

Which (that a Kiſs ſhe might obtain) 

She artfully had clos'd Igan3 1G 7 ix | 
* r E 


ä —— 
a * 


1707 


He fank, thus caught i in Beauty's Trap, | 
Like Phebus into Theti: Lap, .. - 
And near forgot that his Deſign 5 rv 
Was but to be her Valentine. 


She, 2 ery'd—I am undone! 


Philander, charming Youth, be gone! 
For this Time, to your Vows ſincere, _ 
Make Virtue, not your Love, appear : 
No Sleep has clos'd-theſe watchful Eyes 
gs the ſimple fond Diſguiſe); 
en'rous Thoughts oat 
1 be my faithful Valentine. 


The brutal Paſſion ſudden fled, 
Fair Honour govern'd in its ſtead, 

And both agreed, ere ſetting £ San, | 

To join two virtuous Hearts in one : 
Their beauteous Offspring ſoon did prove 
The ſweet Effects of mutual Love; | 
And, from that Hour to'Life's Decline, 
She bleſs d hs Day of Valemine. 


"1 O N Nn. 
1.1 Set by Dro Arne: i 3 
Love, thou bitter Foe to Reſt, | 
Who haſt, within thin harmleſs Breaft, 
80 home the fick'ning' Arrow My 1 
Relieve a poor unwary N laid, 


Who, fondly gazing, was betray d, 
Nor knew what 10 meant. 


Since Cuſtom, cruel to the Fair 
Forbids my Paſlion to declare; . . 
Aſſiſt, blind God of ſoft: Deſire : * 
To thy Omnipotence I knee; 
Let him my ſecret Anguiſh * 
And burn for me * * Fire. 


eart ine, 
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| "Then, if the love Youth appear 
15 4 Fear, 
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By turns inclin'd to Hope an 5 
And tenderly his Paſſion move, 
My Heart ſhall flutter to his Sighs; 


With gentle Looks I'll meet his Eyes, 
| u never, never ceaſe to love. 9 | 


| 5+ by. Dr. Ame. Sung by Mifs Cibber, -in Tun 


War TO KEEP HIM, | 
E fair married Dames, who ſo. often deplore, 
1 That a Lover once bleſs'd is a Lover no more; 
Attend to my Counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 
That Prudence muſt cheriſh what Beauty has caught. 


The 1 of your Cheek, and the Glance of your 
Your Roles and Lilies, may make the Men figh : 


But Roſes and Lilies, and Sighs paſs away, 
And Paſſion will die, as your Beauties decay. 


| Uſe the Man that you wed like your fav'rite Guĩittar; 


Tho' Muſic in both, they are both apt to jar: 
How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate Touch, 
Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too much 
The Sparrow and Linnet will feed from your Hand 
Grow tame by your Kindneſs, and come at Command: 
Exert with your Huſband the ſame happy Skill; wh, 
For 1 like your Birds, may be tam'd to your 
Be gay and good-humour'd, complying and kind; 
Turn the cha of your Care from your Face to your 
: ind; 1 1 5 
»Tis there that a Wife may her Conqueſts improve, 
And Hymen ſhall rivet the Fettefd of Li ve, 33 


| Ko 


« * <# + 


3 . Py one of the Devil, and Brufſe 15 Garette : 3 


1 - 
A 4 2 . 


ES ee Soldiers, our Sailors, our 8 and . | 


— 


SONG XCV. 


d. by Dr. 8 Sung by Mr. Champneks, i in Han- 
LEQUIN'S INVASION. ; 


7 chear up, my Lads, tis to Glory v we 
eer, 

To add fomethin new to this e Vear: 
To Honour we call you, not preſs you like Slaves; 
For who are ſo free as we Sons of the Waves? 


non Us. 
Heart of Oak ORE Heartof Oak are our Men; 
We always are ready, a. 
Steady, Boys, ſteady ; + 
| wel fight, a we'll conquer, again and again. 


We ne'er ſee our Foes but we wiſh them to ſtay; 
They never ſee us, but they wiſ us away: 

If they run, why we follow, and run them aſhore; 
4 I they won't fight us, we cannot do more. 


Heart of Oak, Cc. | 


linde us, theſe terrible Foes, 
Fe frighten our Women, and Children ak 
72 Beaus; 8 
. — Jut mould their Flat- Bottoms i in Darkneſs get o- as, 


J Eg 7 Britons they'll find to receive chem een 


Heart of Oak, Soc. | #265 8. 
ven 1 gil make them run, and we'll ſill make chem 
weat, © : 


5 5 chear up, my Lads, with one Voice let us 10 


5 9 2 Was « * 
ere 1 Oak, Oc. ws „ 
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SONG | 
Set Dr. Arne, intbeOtatorio „ 1. Ser, 


F thoſe who live in Shepherd's Bow'r, 

| Preſs not the gay and ſtately Bed; 

The new-mown Hay and breathing Flow'r 
A ſofter Couch beneath them ſpread. . 


If thoſe who fit at Shepherd's Board, 
Soothe not their Taſte with wanton Art; » 
They take what Nature's Gifts afford, 
And take it with a chearful Heart, 


If thoſe who drain the Shepherd's Bowl, 


XovI.-: 


4 ' 


No high and ſparkling Wines can boaſt; 8 2 


With wholeſome Cups they chear the Soul, 
And crown them with the Village Toaſt. 


If thoſe who join in Shepherd's 8 rt, 
Dancing on the daiſy'd Ground, 

Have not the Splendor of a Court; 125 
Yet Love adorns the merry — 


SONG XxCVII. ; 


Set by Dr. Arne, inthe Oratorioof AL — th Guy 247. vl if % 
HE Shepherd's plain Life, 
Without Guilt, without Strife, 


Can only true Bleflings i impart: 
As Nature directs, | 


That Bliſs he expects 70 

From Health, and from Quiet of Hearts 128 
Vain Grandeur and Pow'r, 6 
Thoſe Joys of an Hour, 

Tho Mortals are toiling to find; 
Can Titles or Show 
Contentment beſtow / 

All 3 dwells i in te Mind. 


* 


1 


Of Ambition beware, 
That Source of Vexation and Smart; A 


- 


Secure in the Depth of the Vale. + & 
Aſpires to the Sky, 


1 


Bebold the gay Roſe, 
How lovely it grows, 


Yon Oak, that on high 


Both Light! ning and Tempels aflail.. 


DugzTTo. 
Then let us the Snare BED | 


And ſport on the Glade, 
eee in the Shade, © © 
Wit Health and with Quiet of Heart. : 


s ON G XVII. 
ng-by Mr. Beard at Ranelagh. 
8 Th wi early one Morning in Spring, 
To hear the, Wood's Chorifters warble and fin g3 
' Young Phæbe he ſaw ſupinely was laid, | 
And . in ſwdet Melody ſung the fair Maid: 
. 
Of all my Experience how vaſt he Amount, 
Since fifteen long Winters I fairly can count! 


Was ever poor Damſel ſo ſadly betray'd, 


Jo live to theſe Years, and yet ſtill be a Maid? | 
To live, &c. 125 
Ye Heroes triumphant be Lak 404 by Sea, 
Sworn Vot'ries to Love, yet unmindful of mes; 
Of Proweſs approv'd, of no Dangers afraid, 
Will you ſtand by like Daſtards, and ice me a Maid? 
Will you, Oc. 

Ve Counſellors ſage, who, with phage Ton Wi 
Can do what you pleaſe, with Right and with wa 
. Can it be or by Law, or by Equity faid, 


r 


That a comely young Girl dune to dieanold Maid? 
That à comely, Oc. 5 i, Ye 


„„ one 5 a y I ” 
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ve E . wrote erlebe Skill 

Can ſave or demgliſh, can heal or can kill; 
To a poor. forlor Damſel contribute your "Aid, — 
Who is fick, very fick, of 1 a growl N 
Who 18 fick, ene 297 1 115 raja £ 


Ye Fops, I ks not bes bs to 5 8 12 
Who anſwer no End, and to no Sex belong, pi | 
Ye Echoes of Echo, ye Shadows of Ses 3s ; 3h 


For if I had you, 1 might we", 7 a Maid. 5 | 15 | 


For if, Or. Nn . 5 


Young Coli# was Mels der "Oe a 

Then whiſper'd Relief, like a kind-hearted Sans; ; 
And Phabe, wel! pleas'd, is no longer afraid fi 
Of being neglected, and n an, ie THE 
Of . ye Te and CARA a e e 


8 ON G xx. e 


Ser 55 Dr. Arne. Sung by Mr. "OS at Vauxhall, | 
ESOLV' D, as her Poet, of Celia to fin 

For Emblems of Beauty I ſearch'd tl ro? the 

Sprin 

To Hig oft looming c compar'd the 89288 Maid, 
But Flowers, tho? blooming, at Ev? ning may fade. 
Of Sunſhine and Breezes I next thought to write, 
Of Breezes ſo calm, and of Sunſhine ſo bright; 211 
But theſe with my Fair no Reſemblance will hold, 
For the Sun ſets at N ight, and Breezes grow £919. q 


The Clouds of Wand Evening array di in pale | tas; * 


While the Sun-Reams behind them, peep d ae 


through, 5 597 13801 eis 


Tho' to rival her, Channe 5 can never ariſa, 


Vet methought they look'd- 9 e 
F ſweet Eyes: | 
5 E ; Thoſe 


— . ĩ . NI NIST EIN — 


| -6 x | 
'Theſe 8 are 6 but Celia's wilt Taft, 
When Spring and when Summe; and 88 * 


. For Senſe and 1 Humour no 00 diſarms l = 
And the Soul of my Celia enlivens her Bn. fo 7 


Atlength on a Fruit-Tree a Bloſſom found,. 
Which Beauty diſplay'd, and ſhed Fragrance e 
I then thought the Muſes had ſmil'd on my Pray” r: 
This Bloſſom, I cry'd, will reſemble my Fay 03: 

Theſe Colours ſo gay, and united Well, 
This delicate Texture, and raviſhin Smell, 117 2 
Be her Perſon's dear Emblem: But —— ſhall 1 find, 
In Nature, a Beauty that equals her Mind ? OI, 


This Bloſſom, now pleaſing, at Summer $ gay: a 
Muſt Janguiſh at firſt, and muſt afterwards Fray 

But behind it the Fruit, its Succeſſor, ſhall 8 | 
By Nature diſrob'd of its beauteous Diſguiſe: 

So Celia, when Youth, that gay Bloſſom, is o'er, - 

By her Virtues improv'd, ſhall engage me the more, 
Shall recall ev'ry Beauty, that brighten'd her Prime, 
ITO her Merit is n by Love, and by 3 


SONG CA 


Se 1 Dr. Arne. Sung by Mrs. Scot, in he Drszar 
SLAND, © 


| War tho? his Guilt my Heart hath torn, 

Yet lovely! is his Mien; 72 5 

His Eyes, mild op'ning as the Morn, 1 
Around each Grace is ſeen. | | 

But, oh! ye Nymphs, your Loves ne'er let him win, 

For, oh! ee and Fal ſhood dwell within. 


From his red Lip his Accents ſtole, 47 
More ſoft than vernal Snows; _ 

5 0 melting came, and in the Soul | 
Deſire and | ered e UL AC SGI EIE 


_—_— 


= He left me in this lonely State, 


Sa then! He obey'd, reſolv'd not to ſta , \ 


7 


* 2 N % 
7 1 4 | 
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177 
But, oh! ye e ne del. liſten to his Art, 
For, oh! baſe Fal ſnood rankles i in his Heart. 


1 > 
38 


He fied and left mires. © 0 
Another Ariadue's Fate, | 4 
To mourn the live-lon Year. * by 
He fled; but, oh! What Pains the Heat maſt prove, 


et 


Reviling thus the Crimes of him we love! | 


me $ONG ES 
Tus Heroic Fa. 
WA with ſoft Sighs! for our . * 
Our Country ſolicits our Smiles to its Aid; 
Let our Beauty inſpirit its Vot'ries to Arms. 
And Heroes alone win the Heart of the Maid. 


Laſt Month my dear Colin, with Tear. ſwimming Eyes, 
Preſs'd m = Hand, while he look” d A whole olume 
G 0 
Ev'n then (for my Heart never wore a Diſguiſe) 
If you love me, ſaid I, go and conquer the Foo. 


Go and ruſh to the Fight, go and conquer the Fos; 
Securing your Country's, ſecure your own Bliſs; - 
Love ſhall nerve your bold Arm, Love ſhall La a 
| each Blow, | 


And the Ruin of France ſhall 8 kig. | 5 \ I = 


4 „ 
s . 


But preſs'd my Lips firſt; how elſe could we e part? 3 | | 
I figh'd him Succeſs, as the Youth went away; — 
For his Worth had ſecur d ev 'ry Wiſh of my Tron. 


If by my Example my Sex was inſpir'd, 
No Nation would dare to None Britiſh Rage; 
Our Swains with true Courage would always be 5d, . 
* our Smiles create Heroes in every Age. 


* . SO 


Lt 3. 
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Ser by Wee Fel 9s! 515 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, in TE WAN To: Kreer an 


I, | 4; as # Ao +4: 4 
| 4 
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E Fair, who ſhine thro. Britain's Ile, 1 25 
And. mes: o'er the Hens i 5 Th 2 
For once attentive be a While r 


To what I now impart. 
Would you obtain the Youth you, love, 
The Precepts of a Friend approye, _ 

And em the Way to keep . f 


As Par as Nature has decreed. 
The Bloom of eighteen Years, 


. 


And Iſabel from School is freed, 


Then Beauty's Force appears; e 
The youthful Pieed begins to flow, A 
She pes” for Man, an longs to know , _ 

The ſureſt Way to keep him. . 


When firſt the pleaſing Pain is felt 
Within the Lover's Breaſt; © a 
And you by ſtrange Perſuaſion melt, (gt 
Each wiſhing to be bleſt; E 
Be not too bold, nor yet too coy, | 
With Prudence lure the happy . 
And that's the Way to _ouy him. 


a. 


At Court, at Ball, at Park or Play, W 
Aſſume a modeſt Pride 113 
And, leſt your Tongue your Mind be tray, : 
In fewer Words confide: 9 
The Maid, who thinks to gain a Mate 
By giddy Chat, will find too late, 
3 s not the NY” too N him. 


— 


5 1797 „„ 
| In Drefling ne'er the Hours kill, | 
That Bane to all the Sex; 
Nor let the Arts of dear Spadille 
Your Innocence perplex. 
Be always decent as a Bride; 
| By virtuous Rules your Reaſon 2 
For that's the Way to keep him. 


But when the nuptial Knot is faſt, 
And both its Bleſſings ſhare, 
To make thoſe Joys for ever laſt, 
| Of Jealouſy beware; 
His Love with kind Compliance meet 
Let Conſtancy the Work com _ 
And you'll be ſure to keep hi 


SONG 885 


An ODE for the LoD Mayor's PAT. 5 =_— 


| RECITATIVE. 

| B* LF ONS, attend; I fing, in merry Lay, 

| The Feats atchiev'd upon a Lord-Mayor's Day: 

| WhatSurfeits caught, what Feeding when they dine; 

| What ſober Citizens get drunk by Nine; 

| What Sights are ſeen ; what Rattling, Fuſs and Noiſe, 85 
Of Coaches, Carts, Men, Women, Girls, and Boys, 


Mhostreets, Bulks, Windows, Tops of Houſes — | 2 BH 


To view his Lordſhip paſs in State along. 


AIR. 

O London 7s @ fine Town, &c. 5 3 

Oh! Lord-Mayor's Show, ſo brave and gay, does 
Honour to the Cit 5 
And Old and Voung, and Ri Rich and Poor, muſt own 

ttis vaſtly pretty, 

To ſee the rilded Coach and Six, and Man in "At 
movr ride, | 

In Pomp and Splendor, from Cana, unto the 


Water- ſide. N 
| E 4 FH, And 


And when, in Barges cloſely pent, ſuch Plenty of 
„ good Cheer, Ee . 

What Pity *tis ſo fine a Sight ſhould come but once 
7 a Year! | 


Oh! Lord-Mayor's Show, ſo brave, Cc. 


| - RECITATIVE. 
The Buſtle o'er, the Cavalcade gone by, 
The Mob diſpers'd, To Diuner's all the Cry. 
With haſten'd Steps, as keeneſt Hunger calls, 
The ftarv'd Mechanics ſeek their dif rent Halls 
At the full groaning Board each takes his Seat, 
With brandiſh'd Knife and Fork, prepar'd to eat. 
| oo inn OG 8 
"£ gk of every Occupation, &C.) 
Cirs of ev'ry Occupation, 
Ev'ry Age and ev'ry Station, 
' Parſons, Juſtices of Quorum, 
All with Napkins tuck'd before *em, 
Prefs to have their Plates fill'd firſt. 
With the Victuals here fuch Work 1s, 
Snatching Turtles, Geeſe, and Turkies, 
Hares with Puddings in their Bellies, 
Cheeſecakes, Cuſtards, Tarts and Jellies: 
Bawling, ſwearing, _ ; 
Cutting, tearing, 
Sweating, puffing, 
Licking, ftuffing, | 
Juſt as if they all would burſt. 
mme !! | 
Their Proweſs now in eating having prov'd, 
The Difhes empty'd, and the Cloth remov'd; 
Again the Table ſmiles with Wine and Ale, 
And Toaſts and Bumpers ev'ry where prevail; 
Some talk, ſome laugh, ſome ſmoak, ſome ſnoring lie, 
And ſome with jovial Songs old Care defy. 
Alk. 


2 E? 25 4 
1 21 8 


| „AI e e wy y' ol of 
( Come hither, my Cub Bhat Ke. 27 
Come fill the Glaſs to the Brink 
Briſk Wine ſoon away Sorrow drive: 
Like Cowards ne'er ſhrink, but valiantly drink 
Confuſion to Bailiffs and Wives. 
5 5 Cho ubs. 
6 Such Soaking, ſach Smoaking and Joking, 
Such Guzzling here you ſee; - 
The Buck and furr'd Gown RO fit down, 
And all are good Company. 


To enjoy Life while we may, 

I'll prove from the Scripture, is right; 
Old Lot us'd, they ſay, to fuddle all Day, 
| Ang lie with his Doxy at N F 


CnhoRus. 


Such Soaking, ſuch Smoaking and. joking, . | 


©, ReciTarivs. | | 

But ſoon the Juſcious Grape too potent grows; 3 
Mirth and Good - Humour turn to Words and Blows ; 
Now Rogue and Cuckold through the Hall'reſound, 
And Wigs, and Canes, and Cravats ſtrew the Ground; 


Till bright Aurora rears her roſy Head, 1 \ | 


Auk bids this noiſy Crew reel home to Bed. 


e Mie 
(There was a jovial Beggar, &c. 5 
Let Heroes both by Lind and _ | 
Their Deeds in Battle boaſt ; 
They only Fame acquire now, 


. 


Who eat and d. drink the moſt. ; | | 8 


Then a 'guttling we. wilt ET go, will ge, 
Then a gane ” = go, 


In 


46 


FS 
In hw we are told of one, 5 | 
An Ox ſlew with his Fiſt ; | A 


Then at a Meal he eat him up; 
Gods! what a glorious Twiſt? 


Then + a guttling, So. | l 


If then good Eating” s ſo renown'd, 
Be this each Briion's Pray r, 
« God bleſs the Court of Aldermen, 
„ The Sheriffs and Lord- Mayor; c 
When à guttling they do go, do 8⁰ ao 80 
When a Suren doin do 18 . : 


s 0 N cIv. 


Kirry; or, The 3 Phaiton. | 
Set b 885 AS. Words by. Mr. . Sung at 


Vauxhall, 


And wild as Colt untam'd, 
| Beſpoke the Fair from whence ſhe ſprung 
With little Rage inflam' d. 
Inflam'd with Rage and fad Reſtraint, 
Which wiſe Mamma ordain'd. 


Pen Eg beautiful ad; young, 


And ſorely vex'd to play the Saint, 
While Wit and Beauty reign'd, 
While Wit and Beauty reign'd. 
And ſorely vex'd to play the wa 
9 While Wit and Beauty reigu'd. 13 43,1 


mit Lady Jen Triſk. about : 25 rr 
E And viſit wich her,Coufins? 1. 5 
3 Balls muſt ſhe make all the! out, 5 FO 
"Ad bring ow * Li Doren? 
e What 


# 
7 


. is LW, 1 
ä What has ſhe better, pray, than 15 9 
What hidden Charms to boaſt, e 
That all Mankind for her ſhould ae. 
Wukile I am ſcarce a Toaſt? 1 
While I am ſcarce a Toaſt? | 
That all Mankind for her ſhould die, 
While I am ſcarce a Toaſt ? 


Dear, dear Mamma, for once let me, 
|  Unchain'd, my Fortune try; 
Pl have my Earl as well as ſhe, 

Or know the Reaſon why. EI 
Fond Love prevail'd, Mamma gave way 3 3 
Kitty, at Heart's Deſire, | | 
Obtain'd the Chariot for a Day, 

And ſet the World on Fire, 
And ſet the World on Fire. 
Obtain'd the Chariot for a Day, 
And ſet the World on Fire. 


8 ON 8 CV. 
Tus MEN WILL ROMANCE. 


HEN I enter'd my Teens, and PEO Play- 
Things aſide, 

I conceiv'd myſelf Woman, and fit for a Bride; 3 

By the Men I was flatter'd, my Pride to enhance, 

For the Maids will believe, and the Men will ro- 
mance, 5 


They Fore, that my Eye the bright Di'mond ex- 
cell 

Such a Face, and ſuch Treſſes, ſure neꝰ er were beheld! 

That to gaze on my Neck was all Rapture and Trance! 


Oh! the Maids will believe, and vo Men will ro- 
5" ES 


+7 


, 6 
. . 

* „ ; 

* EC 
. 


3 wy Young | 


5 


Young Polydore faw me one Night at the Ball, 
And'iwore, to my Charms he a Conqueſt muſt fall 
On his Knees he entreated my Hand for a Dance: 
Ah! the Maids will believe, and the Men will ro- 
| mance, | L 


He conducted me home, when the Paſtime was o'er,. 
And declar'd he ne'er ſaw ſo much Beauty before; 
He ogled and figh'd, as he ſaw me advance: | 
Ah! the Maids will believe, and the Men will ro- 
t mance, 1 | | 

Then Day after Day I his Company had: 

At length he declar'd all his Flame to my Dad; 
But my Father lov'd Money, and would not advance, 
And reply'd to my Lover, Young Men will romance. 

But tho* my Papa would not give us a Shilling, 

My Polydore ſwore he to wed me was willing; 

So to Church we both went, and at Night had a 
Dance, 1 N 
And, believe me, my Polydore did not romance. 


SONG CVI. | 
The SnEPHERDESS. Get by Dr. Arne. 

J Seek my Shepherd gone aftray ; 

He left our Cot the other Day: 
Tell me, ye gentle Nymphs and Swains, 
Paſs'd the dear Rebel through your Plains? 
Oh! whither, whither, muſt I roam, 
Te find and charm the Wand'rer home? 


Sports he upon the ſhaven Green, 
Or joys he in the Mountain Scene? 
Leads he his Flocks along the Mead, 
Or does he ſeek the cooler Shade? 
Oh! teach a wretched Nymph the Wa 
To find her Lover gone aſtray. 
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| . | 

A = Softneſs crowns his Mics. e 
Adonis was not half ſo fair; ae e 22 
And when he talks, tis Heav'n to f SETS 
But oh! the ſoothing Poiſon ſhun, „ 
To liſten, is to be undone. | 


He'll ſwear no'Time ſhall quench b kis F 1 = 
To me the Perjur'd ſwore ys lame, ' of 
Too fondly loving to be wiſe, 

Who gave my Heart an eaſy Prize; 

And when he tun'd his Syren Voice, 

Liſten'd, and was undone by Choice. 


But ſated now, he ſhuns the Kiſs 

| He counted once his greateſt Bliſs ; 

Whilſt Iwith fiercer Paſt ſſions burn, . 

And pant and die for his Return. | 

Oh! rer whither ſhall I rove, 
Again to find my ſtraying Love? 


8 ON G CI. 


| Taz War ro KEET HIM, 
: VE Fair poſſeſs'd 2 Charm _ 
To captivate the Will; | „ 
Whoſe Smiles can Rage itſelf diſarm, Tn, 

Whoſe Frowns at once can kill; VV 
Say, will you deign the Verſe to hear, 0 r 
Where Flatt'ry s no Part; ST 7 

An honeſt Verſe, that flows fincere 
And canta from the Heart: „ 


Great is your Pow'r; but, greater yet, Sy FOR 

Mankind it might engage, SIS 
If, as ye call can make 1 „„ 
Ye all could make a a Cage's e AR62 6 "8 


_ 


« 86 ] | 
Each 1 a thouſand Hearts may take: 
For who's to Beauty blind ? 1 5 
But to what End a Pris'ner make, 
| Unleſs we've Strength to bind? 
Attend the Counſel often told, 
I ̃0 oo often told in vain; 


Learn that beſt Art, the Art to Bold, 


And lock the Lover's Chain. 
Gameſters to little Purpoſe win, 
Who loſe again as faſt; 
Tho' Beauty may the Charm * 
*T's Sweetneſs makes 1 it laſt, 


SONG. CVIII. 


AIL, Maſonry, thou Craft divine; 
Glory of: Earth, from Heav'n reveaP'd 3 7 
Which doth with Jewels precious ſhine, © 
From all but Maſons Eyes awe rien 


 Cnorvs. 


Thy Praiſes due who can rehearſe, 
In nervous Proſe, or flowing Verſe? 


As Men from Brutes diſtinguiſn'd are, 

A Maſon other Men excels; © 

For what's in Knowledge choice and rare, 

But in his Breaſt ſecurely dwells? 
His filent Breaſt and faithful Heart 
Preſerve the Secrets of the Art. 


From ſcorching Heat, and piercing Cold, 
From Beaſts whoſe Roar the Foreſt rends, 

From the Aſſaults of-Warzots bold. 
The Maſon's Art Mankind defends. n on 
Be to this Art que Honour paid, 

From which Mankind receives ſuch Ad. 
42 ado 


| H 
Enfigns of State, that feed our Pride, 
|  DiftinQions troubleſome and vain! 
By Maſons true are laid aſide: 


Ennobled by the Name they bear, 


Sweet Fellowſhip, from Envy fre, 
Friendly Converſe of Brotherhood, 


Which has for Ages firmly ſtood. 5 
- A Lodge thus built 1 5 Ages ole G 
Has Jafed, and, will ever HA., 


Then i in our Songs be Juſtice dens : 
To thoſe who have enrich'd og 12 


* A ( 


Let — * Maſons Health go round, 
Their Praiſe in lofty Lodge reſound. 


SONG CIX 
KiTTY FELL. Sung at Ranelagh. 


7 HILE Beaus to pleaſe the Ladies write, | 
Or Bards, to get a Dinner by't, 
Their well-feign'd Paſſions tell, 
Let me in humble Verſe proclaim _ 
1 Love for her who bears the Nam 
| Of charming Kitty Fell. 
Charming Kitty, lovely Kitry, 1 
Oh charming Kitty, Kitty, Fell. 
That X:tty's beautiful and young, 


That ſhe has danc'd, that ſhe has cngs 
Alas! I know fall well : 


T feel. ee eee 


The Dart more ſharp than painted Steel, pos 4 


That came from Kitty, Felilm,,„ 


Charming Kith, Ke. 


Diſtinguiſh'd by the Badge they wear; 


The Lodge? s laſting Cement be, 3 5 bY þ : 


Art's free-born. Sons ſuch Toys diſdain, - = 7 1775 


ss 

Of late 1 hop'd, by Reaſon's Aid, 9 
To cure the Wounds which Love bad made, 255 

And bad a long Farewell: 
But t'other Day ſhe croſs'd the Green; 
I faw, I wiſh I had not ſeen. 

My charming Key Fell, + 355 

Charming Kit, & c. „ 


I aſk'd her why ſhe paſs'd that Way: . 
To Church, ſhe cry'd-——I cannot By 7 
Why, don- t you hear the Bell? 
To Church——oh! take me with thee there, 
I pray'd: She would not hear my e 
Ah! cruel Kitty Fell. Yo, 
Cruel Kitty, &c. | 


*And now I find *tis all in vain, 
I live to love, and to complain, | 
Condemn'd in Chains to dwell : 

For tho? ſhe caſts a ſcornful Eye, 
In Death my fault'ring > N * cry, 
Adieu! dear Kitty Fell. 5 
Charming Kitty, cruel Kitry, | 

Adieu, mer Kitty, Kitty Fell. 


SONG cx. 
The Roasr BE ET of Orp 1 


Cantata, taken from a celebrated Print of the 
| ingenious Mr. Hogarth. 2 


RE CITATIVE. 


10 WAs at the Gate of Calais, rt tells, 
Where ſad Deſpair and Faminealways dwells, 
A meagre Frenchman, Madame 1 5 Cook, 
As home he fteer'd his Careaſe, that took; 5 
Bending beneath the Wei ht of fam'd Sir Lo 


off whom he — wiſt'd in vin to EE 45 . 


Ba 2 


e 

Good Father Dominick by chance came by, 
With roſy Gills, round Paunch, and Sts 
Who, when he firſt beheld the * Load, +5 Wy 
His Benediction on it he beſtow*d \ 

And as the ſolid Fat his Fingers preſ d, 

He lick'd his Chaps, and thus the 1 addreſs'd. 


AM; 
1 4 lovely Laſs to a Friar came, 4e.) 
Oh rare roaſt Beef! | lov'd by all Mankind, 
If I was doom'd to have thee, 
When dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my Mind, 
And ſwimming in thy Grav 
Not all thy Country's Force combin'd © 
Should from my Fury ſave thee. - 


Renown'd Sir Loin, oft times decreed 
The Theme of Engliſh Ballad; | 
On thee e'en Kings have deign'd to feed, s 
Unknown to Frenchman's Palate 
Then how much doth thy Taſte exceed 8 
Soup-meagre, Frogs {in Sallad! 


ReciTarive. 55 
3 half. ſtarv-d Soldier, ſhirtleſs, pale, and a han, 4 
Who ſuch a Sight before had never ſeen, 
Like Garric#'s frighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 

And gaz'd with Wonder on the Brick Food. 

His Morning's Meſs forſook the friendly Bowl, 5 
And in ſmall Streams along the Pavement ſtole, 
He heav'd a Sigh, which gave his Heart Relief, 
And then in plaintive Tone declar'd his Sun 


* 
. 5 


4 ' 
* Ws r 
* | 
i + ® 4 © I 
? Fas hot * * 
IR r 3 aa * 
„„ 4 1 wy 


( Foote's Minuet. ) i 

Aa ſacre Dieu! vat do I ſee onder, Sag 

Dat look ſo tempting red and vite? 
 Begar it is de roaſt Bee ook 8 

Ohl! grant to me von letel Bite. PEI 


1 [90] 
But to my Guts if er give no Heeding, 
And cruel Fate dis Boon denies ; 

In kind Compaſſion unto my Pleading, 

Return, and let me feaſt my 10 25 


enn 


His ew Greed, of right Hibernian Clay, 
Whoſe brazen Front his Country did betray,. 
From Tyburn's fatal Free had hither fled, 

By honeſt Means to gain his Bop Bread. 

Soon as the well-known Proſpect he deſcry' 

In blubb'ring Accents dolefully he ay, 


Alk. 
(Ellen a Noon. 


Sweet Beef, that now cauſes my Stomach to riſe;. 
Sweet Beef, that now cauſes my Stomach to riſe, | 
| So taking thy Sight is, | 
My Joy, that fo light is, 
To view thee, by Pailfuls runs out at my Eyes. 
While here I remain, my Life's not worth a Farthing, 
White here Iremain, my Life's not worth a Farthonge. | 
Ah hard-hearted Loui! 


| | Why did I come to you ? | 
; The Gallows, more kind, would have ſav'd me 
5 Fm ſtarving. | % ; 


RrCITATIvE. 


| Upon the Ground hard by poor Sawney ſate, ä 

Who fed his Noſe, and ſcratch'd his ruddy Pate; 

But when Old England's Bulwark he eſpy d, 

His dear lov'd Mull, alas! was thrown aſide: 

With lifted Hand be bleſs'd his native Place, | 

TOE ſcrubb'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his _ | 
IR. 


* 


Cry'd “ Son, dto attempt 1 re n to blame.“ 


"I [97 


| | Ain.” 5 a 
ads Briboi of Comden Tabu, e 
1 Hard, Oh! Saxony, is thy Lot,” | - OO 
WIG W by er 
To ſee ſuch Meat as can't be be. „ 
When Hunger is ſo great! 95 * 
O the Beef! the dona) Reefs. WO | 0 47 
When roaſted nice and duns 17 en 
T wiſh I had a Slice of thee, 40 
How ſweet it, would gang "IJ ! . 


Ah Charly! hadſt thou not been ben, e 
This ne'er had happ'd to me; W 
I would the De'el had pick'd m mine By „ 
Ere Thad gang'd wi the. 
| O the Beef, Sc. 


pap . 
But, ſee! my Miſe to England takes her Flight, 
Where Health and Plenty ſocially unite; ; 
Where ſmiling Freedom guards great George's Throne; 
AndWhips, andChains, and Tortures are not knowne 
Tho' Britain's Fame in loftieſt Strains ſhould 18 * 
In ruſtic Fable give me leave to oo wy oat 


b „„ WO. 5 
As once on a Time a young Fro pert and vain, . 
Beheld a large Ox grazing o'er "0 wide Plain, 
He boaſted his Size he could OY attain. 
O the Roaſt Beef of Old England, 
And O the Ol Engl, To Ro? Beef. 


* * 


7 ** 


Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little 5 
Mamma, who ſtood by, like a Knowing old Dame, 


9 the A 
8 But 


* 


[9] 


Bat deaf toi Advice he for Glory did chirſt; 
An Effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt, 
Till ſwelling and ſtraining too hard made him burt. 


O the Roaſt Beef, 1 


Then, Britons, be valiant, the Moral i 1s ns; 

The Ox is Old England; the Frog is Monfieur, 

Whoſe Puffs and Bravadoes we need never fear. 
O the Roaſt Beef, e. e che. I 


For while by our Comnierce and Arts we are e able 
To ſee the Sir Loin ſmoaking hot on our Table, 
The French may e' en burſt like the Frog in wy F able. | 
O the Roaſt Beef of Old England, 
And O the O14 Engliſh Roalt Beef. 


s O NG XI. 
Set by Dr. Arne. . Miſs 1 9 in the Jovi | 
rew. 


OW few, tio you, 3 — adviſe 
To truſt the Town's deluding 1 80 7 
Where Love in daily Ambuſh lies, 

And triumphs over heedleſs Hearts! 


How few, like us, would thus deny 
T“ indulge the tempting dear Delight, 
Where daily Pleaſures charm the Eye, 
And Joys Ape crown the Night! 


4% SONG CXII. * 
Opk to Mar. Sung al Ranelagh. 


AIREST Daughter of the Day, 
Lovely Goddeſs, ſprightly May; 
 Hither come with Roſes crown'd, © 


8 where you tread the Greund, _ 
| . 


"SY WI 5 


At the lov'd A proach of thei,” | 
| Shoots. the, Mulb'ry, luſcious * ty. 
Vines their ruddier Leaves unfold, 1 
wel Nor the Fig; tree dreads the Cold. X: 


| "Nymph divine, behold the Pens! 
Riſe to grace thy vernal Showers ; 5 
Woodbines, ſpangled o'er with Dew, a 
Deck their Arborets for you, 


Tulips rear their glitt'rin 

Pinks adorn the fragrant 5 

And. the filver Lilies ſwell, 8 a2 
And the golden Aſphodel. „„ 


Goddeſs, with thy Veſt of Gen, SRO 
Goddeſs, with 3 outhful . 3 
Come, and bring 46 Mines of Wealth, 

_ Gladneſs: and her Parent Health; _, 


Bring along thy Virgin Train, | 
Chace away grim Care and Pain : 
Now the Loves and Graces all 
| Ti obedient to thy Gall. 


SONG. cxlIl. 


in Dr. Arne. Sung b % Brent is the Joy a7 


Lp ti 


TW zue by Moon-Li hr on the Plain, 
| With Rapture, how Pve.ſeen, | | ©: 
Attended by her harmleſs Train, 
The little Fairy Queen Tor att 

Her Midnight Revels ſweetly keep, ;; th, 
While Mortals are involv'd in ep. e a 
"FO 8 o'er the PRI - 15600) 1 ca 
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And 1 they dane-d their chelrfil Round, 
The Morning' would diſcloſe, _. *, 
For where their nimble Feet do bound, 
Each Flower unbiddep grow; -- 
The Daiſy, (fair as Maids in May)... OS 
'The Cowl Ring his Gold Array, 50 c 
I 


And blu ng Vi'let roſe. 21 "> 4 2 2 Gn 


* * 


Fi 


8 0 N G cx. 
Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung babe. 


85 RE a 1961 in her Bloom, at the Age of Nineteen, 
Was ne'er ſo diſtreſt as of late I have been; ; 

I know not I vow any Harm I have done, 

But my Mother oft tells me ſhe II have me a Nun. 

But my Mother oft tells me ſhe Il have me a Nun. 


Don't you think it pity a a Girl ſach as J, 

Should be ſentenc'd to pray, and to faſt, and to cry? 
With Ways ſo devout I'm not like to be won, 

And my Heart it loves Frolic too well for a Nun. 
And my Heart, es, 


{1 of Lf 2 \3 E 


| To 1 r the Men Kattor, and promiſe, and 8 E 


ouſand Times better to me, I declare; 
1 can keep myſelf chaſte, nor by Wiles be undone; 


' Nay, beſſdes, en ene K ene for 72 un. 


; by” 


Nay, beſides, Sc. | $ 

tig T veiled 42d vs } 5 + 18. 
Not to love or be lov'd, ch! 1 never can en 
Nor, yield to Beſent to one cannot teil where; 1 


To live or to die in this Caſe were all one, 
Nay, I ſooner would die than be NES I Hun. | 


I ſooner, Oc. 
Per haps, 


laps, 


[ 95 ] 
Perhaps, but to teaze me, ſhe 3 me fas 
Pm ſure, was ſhe me, fhe would ſtoutly ſay No: 
But if ſhe's in Earneſt, I from her will run, . 


And be married, in Spite, that I may*nt be a Nun, 
And be married, in Spite, that I may 'nt be a Nun. 


j 


SON fol CXV. 
Tus Srixxine-Wuzer. ee” 
85 T. Mr. Baildon:' Sung at Vauxhall. og 


"OUNG Coln, fiſhing near the Mn, 
Saw Sally underneath the Hill, 
Whoſe Heart Love's tender Powir cou'd feel, 
Whoſe Heart Love's tender Pow'r cou'd fee 
The Mill was ftopt, no Miller there: 1 "36s "h 
She ſmil'd to ſee the Youth appear, 
She ſmil'd to ſee the Youth appear, 
But turn'd about her Spinning-wheel, 
But turn'd about her Spinning-wheel. 


Thy Cheeks, ſays he, like Peaches e 6 
The Breath is like the Spring's Perfume 

On thy ſweet Lips my Love PI ſeal, | 

On thy ſweet, So. * IH 4 | 
Yon ſtately Swans, ſo white and lor F if 
Are like to Sally's Breaſt -_ Neck, Fs g 
ACOG . hay 100 E 

But ſtill ſhe turn'd her $ in wheel, 

But ſtill, Sc. . pinn Wy 5 


ples 


| Though, Fair-one, W 8 angst 
Fades like the new- blown gaud a 15 „ 

Not ſo where Virtue loves to dell, 02 

1 wy Oc. 5 858 a 8 
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1 55 1 
For where ſweet Modeſty appears, 
We never ſee the Vale of Years, | 
We never, Sc. : 
She {mil'd and ſtopp'd her Spinning-wheel, 


: She ſmil'd, Ac. 


The Pomp of State, the Pride of Wealth, 
Says ſhe, I ſcorn for Peace and Health, 
Where honeſt Labour earns her Meal, 


Where honeſt, Cc. 


Who tells the Flatt'rer's common n Tale, 

Can never oer my Heart prevail, 

Can never, Sc. | 
And make-me leave my Spinning-wheel, 
Aid make, . 


The Swain who Jenks the virtuous Mind, 
Alone can make young Sally kind; 
For him IL'Il toil,. I'Il ſpin and reel, 


| For him I'II toil, Pu Gon and reel. 


It is the Voice, ſays he, of Love, 

Come haſten to yon Church above, 

Come haſten to yon Church above. 
She bluſh'd and left her Spinning-wheel, _ 
She bluſh'd and left her Spinning-wheel. PER. 


SONG CXVI. Te 

Tut SHEPHERD, Ser by Dr. Arne. 
N the feſtive Train Ill join: 
Adieu! ye rural Sports, adieu! Ho 


For what, alas! have Griefs like mine 
With Paſtimes or Delights to do? 


1 


Let Hearts at Eaſe ſuch Pleaſures . cor | 


But I am all Deſpair and Love. 

Ah well a day! how chang'd am I! 
When late I ſeiz'd the rural Reed, 

So ſoft my Strains, the Herds bard by 


_ Stood gazing, and forgot to feed; i But 


Cori] - 
But now m Strains ns longer move, 
They 're Difcord all, Deſpatr and Loe. 


Behold around my ſtraggling Sheep, 
The faireſt once upon the Lea; : 
No Swain to guide, no Dog to keep, 
Unſhorn they ſtray, nor mark'd by me: 
The Shepherds mourn to ſee them rove; 5 
They aſk the Cauſe, I anſwer, 883 


Neglected Love firſt tau ht my E | 

| ith Tears of An to o'e flows 
Tis that which ell Km my Breaſt with Sighs, 
And turn'd my Pipe to Notes of Wo?; 
Love has jan all my Smart, 
Diſpers d my Flock, and broke = Heart. 


p oO N. G exvn. | | 
N* Nymph that trips the verdant , 


With Sally can compare; | . 
ins the Hearts of all the Swains, Sith : 
And rivals all the Fair: - A , 
The Beams of Sol delight and clear, 
Whale Summer Seaſons roll; 
But Sally's Smiles can all the Year . 
Give Pleaſure to the Soul. 55 


When from the Eaſt che Morning Ray 
Illumes the World below, | 

Her Preſence bids the God of Day | 

With Emulation glow: : 

Freſh Beauties deck the painted Ground, 
Birds ſweeter Notes prepare; 

The playful Lambkins ſkip around, 
And. hail ihe Siſter fair. 


vt wh} ER Bo 


Here's to thee, my 1 puſh the Bottle about. 


— 


The Lark but Krainz his livid Throat, . e 


To bid the Maid rejoice, 1 
And mimicks, While he ſwells his Note, 

The Sweetneſs of her Voice: 
The fanning Zephyrs round her play, 

While Flora ſhe'll perfume, 


And ev'ry Flowret ſeems to lay, 


I but for Salh bloom. 


The am'rous Youths her Charms 3 
From Morn to Eve their Tale; 

Her Beauty and unſpotted Fame 
Make vocal every Vale; 

The Stream meand' ring thro” the Mead, 
Her echo'd Name conveys; 

And ev'ry Voice, andev'ry Reed, 
Is tun'd to Sally's Praiſe. 


No more mall blithſome Laſs and Swain. 8 
To mirthful Wake reſort, „„ 
Nor ev'ry May-Morn on the Plain | 
Advance in rural Sport: 
No more ſhall guſh the purling Rill, 
Nor Muſic wake the Grove, | 
Nor Flocks look ſnow-like on the Hill, 2 
When I orgs to love. | 


” s 0 NG CXVIII. 
The Hoxzsr FeLLow. Set by Dr. Arne. 


HO! Pox o'this Nonſenſe, I prithee give 0 er, 
And talk of your Phill;s and Chloe no more; 
Their Face, and their Air, and their Mien, what 

„ Rout]: 
Here's to thee, my Lad, puſh the Bottle de. 


Let 


Let -Enical Fops * the Fool and the Ape 
They dare not confide in the Juice of the 1 


. Of puling, Se. 


Our Joys increaſes, and NN our Woes; 
| Remem 


If Capid aſſaults you, kool * for his Tricks; 


| What's Life but a Frolic, a dert. and a U 
My Toaſt ſhall be this, whilſt Ive Liquor to quaff; | 


Boys, fill up a Bumper, and let it go round. 
| — 9 fill wy a ys Xe and let it $3 round, 


As Down that clothes the urtle s Breaſt; 
vet farther fill the Nymph excels [bon 
That midſt the Heart's ſoft Lab'rinth auen, \ 


But we honeſt Fellows ſdeath! who!d ever t ink 2 
Of puling for Love, while he's able to drink? bt, 


"Tis Wine, only Wine, any true Pleaſure WER ; 


r what Topers of old us'd to ſing, 
The Man that is drunk is as yu as a man 
The Man, Sc. : 


Anacreon's Caſes ſee, Page Twenty-ſix: 

The Precedent's glorious, and juſt by my Soul; 
Lay hold on, and drown the young iy in a a Bowl. 
Lay hold, Sc. 


May Mirth and good Fellowſhip always NN 


„  $0-N.6. GN A 
The Pnor nix. Set by Dr. . 


MANDA's fair, by all confeſs'd; 
Her Skin ſoft, ſnowy, white, 


Her Eyes like Di monds bright; 
In each celeſtial Grace, 


Or in the Soul ns place. 8 
| * | How 


ky; > 
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How much jor Beauty awes, 
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[ 100 ] 


The coldeſt Boſoms find; _ 
But with reſiſtleſs Force it draws, - 
To Senſe and Virtue join'd. 
The Caſket, where to outward Show 
The Artiſt's Hand is ſeen, | 


1 Is doubly valued when we know 


Rane 
8 ON G xx. 


A HunTinG Sonc. 


i 


Set by Mr. Baildon. Sung at Vauxhall. 


ReciTaTive. 
ARK, the Horn calls away; 
Come the Grave, come be Guy 


| Wake to Muſic that wakens the Skies, 
Quit the Bondage of Sloth, and ariſe, 


Air, > 
From the Eaſt breaks the Morn, 
See the Sun-beams adorn 


The wild Heath, and the =: "0 


The wild Heath, and the Mountains ſo high; * 


Shrilly opes che ſtaunch Hound, 
The Steed neighs to the Sound, 


And the Floods and the Vallies reply, 
And the Floods and the Vallies reply. 


Our Forefathers ſo good _ 
Prov'd their Greatneſs of Blood, 
By encount ring the Hart and the Boar, 


By encount'ring, Se. 


Ruddy Heal x bloom'd the Face, 

Age and Youth urg' d the — + 155 
And taught ae! Totes to o wan, 
And abk. Se. Ri: e 


Rad 


5 


* 5 (RE + 


8 


Hence, of noble Deſcent, : 

Hills and Wilds we frequent, 
Where the Boſom of Nature's revea'd, 
Where the, S | 

Tho? in Life's buſy Day, 


Man of Man makes a Prey, 


Still let our be the Prey of the Field, _ 3 
Still let our's, c. | 


With the Chace in full Sight, 
Gods! how great the Delight! 
How our mortal Senſations refine! 

How our, Cc. 
Where is Care, where is Fear? 
- Like the Winds, in the Rear, 


And the Man's loft in ſamething W 
And the Man's, c. 


Now to Horſe, my brave Boys: 
Lo! each pants for the Joys 
That anon ſhall enliven the — EY 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole; 
Then at Eve we'll difmount, 
Toils and Pleaſures recount, 
And renew the Chace over the Bowl, 
„ And renew the Chace over the Bowl. 


£0 NG CXSL. | 
The FxavrTLEss 8 
| d Dr. un. ĩè .. 
: Wien gentle Harriot firſt I ſaw, 
Struck with a reverential Awe, 5 
I felt my Boſom mov'd; | 
Her eaſy Shape, her charming Pee, 
She ſmil'd and talk'd with fo much 1 0 
1 "EY admir'd 5 lov'd. 
; 


[ 102] 


Up to the buſy Town I flew, . 
And de all its Pleaſures thro', 
In hopes to eaſe my Care: 
The buſy 'Town but mocks my Pain, 
Its Sen Pleaſures all are vain, 
or Harriet haunts me there. 


The Labours of the learned Sage, 
The comic Humour of the Stage, 85 
By turns my Time employ; | 
I reliſh not the Sage's Lore, | | 1 
The Stage's Humour pleaſe no more, 
e Joy. + + 
Sometimes I try'd the jovial Throng, 
Sometimes the Female Train among, 
To chaſe her Form away; 5 
The jovial Throng is noiſy, rude, 
Nor other Female dares intrude 
Where Harriet bears a Sway. 


Since then nor Art nor Learning can,  _ ' 
Nor Company of Maid or Man, | 
For Want of thee atone; . 
O come with all thy conqu' ring Charms, 
O come! and take me to thy Arms, 
For thou art all in one. 
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P | 
A BALLAD in the Modern T. afte. Set by Dr. Arne. 
E Morning young Roger accoſted me thus, 
| Come here, pretty Maiden, and give me a Buſs. 
Lord! Fellow, ſaid I, mind your Plough and your 
Cart; | 2 : ag, £4 
Yes, I thank-you for nothing, thank you for nothing, 
thank you for nothing with all my Heart. 
| | Well, 


. 


„ [ 103 ] | | 
Well, then, to be ſure, he grew civil enough, '' . 
He gave me a Box with a Paper of Snuff; | 
I took it, I own, yet had till ſo much Art ; 
To cry, Thank you for nothing with all my Heart. 


He ſaid, if ſo be, he might make me his wife— - 
Good Lord! I was never ſo daſh'd in my Life,; 
Yet could not help laughing to ſee the Fool ftart, 
When I thank'd him for nothing with all my Heart. 


Soon after, however, he gain'd my Conſent, 

And with him on Sunday to Chapel I went, _ 
But ſaid *twas my Goodneſs more than his Deſert, 
Not to thank him for nothing with all my Heart. 


The Parſon cry'd, Child, you muſt after me ſay, 
And then talk'd of Honour, and Love and Obey; 
But faith, when his Reverence-came to that Part, 
There I thank'd him for nothing with all my Heart. 
At Night our briſk Neighbours the Stocking would 
- throw; | J 

I muſt not tell Tales, but I know what I know Y· : 
Young Roger confeſſes I cur'd all his Smart, 
And I thank'd him for ſomething with all my Heart. 


s ON G cxxm. 
7 Set by Mr. Baildon. Sung at Vauxhall. TY 1 


T TEND, ye Nymphs, while I impart 

The ſecret Wiſhes of my Heart, 

And tell what Swain, if one there be, 
Whom Fate defigns for Love and me. 


Let Reaſon o'er his Thoughts preſide, _ 
Let Honour all his Actions guide; 
Stedfaſt in Virtue let him be, 3 
The Swain defign'd for Love and me. 


[104] 
Let ſolid Senſe inform his Mind, 
With pure Good-Nature ſweetly join'd * 
Sure Friend to modeſt Merit be | 
The Swain deſign'd for Love and me. 


Where Sorrow prompts the penſive Sigh, 
Where Grief bedews the drooping Eye, 
Melting in Sympathy I ſee 

The Swain deſign'd for Love and me. 


Let ſordid Av'rice claim no Part 
Within his tender, gen'rous Heart; 
Oh! . be that Heart from Falſhood free, 
Deyored all to Love and me. 


Every Verſe to be repeated. 


sONG CXXIV. 
Cuvunx for the VayovuRs. | 
Ser by Dr. Arne. | Sung at Ranelagh. 


HY will Delia thus retire, 
And languiſh all her Life away? 
While the fighing Crowd admire, 
?Tis too ſoon for Hartſhorn-tea, 
TTis too ſoon for Hartſhorn-tea : 
All thoſe diſmal Looks and Fretting | 
Cannot Damer's Life reſtore ; 5 
Long ago the Worms have eat him; 
You can never ſee him more, 
You can never ſee him more. 
Long ago the Worms have eat him; 
You can never ſee him more. 


Once again conſult your Toilette, 
In the Glaſs 'your Face review ; 
So much Weeping ſoon will ſpoil it, 
And no Spring your Charms renew, : 
And no, &c | 


J, like f 


L 30g ] 
I,, like you, was born a Woman, 
Well 1 know what Vapours meanz 

The Diſeaſe, alas! is common, | 
Single we have all the Sram. 
Single, Se. : 


All the Morals that they tell 3 
Never cur'd the Sorrow yet: | 
Chhuſe, among the pretty Fellows, 

One of Humour, Youth and mee 
One of, SG * | 
Prithee hear him ev'ry Morning, 

At the leaſt an Hour or two; 
ao; ain at Night returning, 
| lieve the Doſe will do, 

I believe the Doſe will do. . 
Once again at Night returning, 
— believe the Doſe will do, 


8 O NG Cxxv. 


Sa by Mr. Baildon. Sung at Vauxhall, * 


ARK! the Birds begin their . 

Flowrets deck the Robe of May. 
See the little Lambkins bound, 
Playful o'er the Clover-ground; : 
While the Heifers ſportive low, 
Where the yellow Cowſlips blow; 
While the Heifers ſportive low, | 
Where the yellow & owlſlips blow. 


Now the Nymphs and Swains advance 
O'er the Lawn in perfect Dance; 
. Garlands from the Hawthorn Bough 
Grace the happy Shepherd's Brow; 
_ the 4 es, in Array, 

ait upon the Queen of May; 
While 0 8. 9; - 


F 5 | In nocence, 


206 


Innocence, Content and „ 

Fill the Meadows and the Grove; 
Mirth that never wears a Frown, TE 
Health with Sweetneſs all her own; 

Labour puts on Pleaſure's Smile, 

And pale Care forgets his Tail; „ | 
Labour puts, c. . 


Ah! what Pleaſures Shepherds know! 
Monarchs cannot ſuch beftow 5 _ 

Love improves each happy Hour, 

Grandeur has not ſuch in Store. 

Learn, Ambition, learn from hence, 
Happineſs is Innocence: „ 
Learn, Ambition, learn from hence, I, 

| 8 | is Innocence. 


8 0 N G cxxvl. 
CELia's COMPLAINT. 


HAT Sadneſs reigns over the Plain! 
How droop the ſweet Flowrets around.! 

How penſive each Nymph and each Swain! 

How filent each muſical Sound! 

No more the ſoft Lute in the Bow'rs, 

Beguiles the cool Ev'nings away ;_ . 

Sad Sighs meaſure out the long Hours, 

Since Damon has wander'd away. 


Oh! he was our Village? s Pride, 1 
This Change from his Abſence is ſeen; „ 
Twas he that our Muſic ſupply d. PTE: 
When gayly we danc'd on the Green: : 

At Shearing, at Wake, and at Fair, 
How jovial and frolic were we 
But now ev'ry Feaſt in the Year 

1s * as pig can be. 


"Abt 


I 107 J 1 
Ah! why did he venture from home, * ty 
To mix among hoſtile Alarms ? {ara 
No Juſtice oblig'd him to roam, 

Or take up thoſe terrible Arms: 
Let thoſe who are cruel and rough, 

Be heedleſs of Life, and of Limb; 
The Country had Soldiers enough, . 

Nor needed one gentle like him. 


Where e'er the Adventurer goes, 

On Land or the dangerous Main, 
Kind Heaven protect him from Woes, _ 
And give him to Celia again. | 
Oh! give him to C4ia again, as 

My true Love in Safety reſtore; 
PII ceaſe on his Breaſt to complain, © 
From my Arms he ſhall wander no more. 


SONG CXXVII. 
Sung by Miſs Brent and Mr. Lowe at Vauxhall. 
Dye Words and Muſic by Dr. Arne. 
” Oo Damon. 4 þ 
(2 my Laura, heav'nly Maid, 
Io this cool refreſhing Shade, 4 
Where the Vi'let, Pink, and Roſe, 
All their blooming Sweets diſcloſe; _ 
See, the Nymphs and Swains are met, 
Happy in the cool Retreat; 
Hail to Mirth, and am'rous Play, 
This is Shepherd's Holiday. | 
| | „ 
Wander then, ye giddy Flocks, 57: it bend 
O'er the Hill, or mongſt the Rocks; 
From her Shepherd, Night or Day, j 
Laura never means to ſtray: ' 
85 VU Come, 


81 | „ \ 5 
>" begin, ye ſportive Throng, TH 
Tune the Pipe and raiſe the Song; 


.Celebrate, without Delay, 
This our Shepherd's 22 


Damon. 
Sound the rat Tabor, "ITY 
Let my Laure's Health 85 round ; EO” 
Kinder ſhe than veraal Show'rs, 
Sweeter far than May-born * rs : 
Dimpled Smiles and heav'nly Truth 
Join t' adorn her blooming Youth, * 
Theſe ſoft Charms, a> Allay, - 
Crown the a Holiday. . 


Lavna, 
Happy Laura / oh how bleſt, 
Thus of Damor's Love poſfeſs d * 
Witneſs Hill, and Dale, and n. 
Here 1 plight eternal Love: 
Would the Gods on me beſto-w 
Pow 'r to lighten human Woe, 
Damor's Lite ſhould glide away, | 
98 a Shepherd's Holiday. 7 


SON G CxxvIII. 
The Marquis of GRanBY-. 


1 Auſtria and Ruſſia, France, Flanders 1 
Pruſſia, 
Have Heroes who claim Truth's Attention, 


In the Roll of fair Fame, as he took down each 
| Name, 


Some Britons I ſaid he ſhould mention; 

And fince we have Men, who are worthy his Pen, 
Who for England act nobly as can be, 

When he ſaw me perſiſt, then he open'd his Lift, 
And in Front ſtood the Marquis of * 


| Old Time ſhook fe TI ago. food by "0 
His Iron Teeth dreadfully eating: 4 
But the ſad- looking Crone clear d his Brow from a 
Frown, : 
When Fame had my Errand related: 

The Cheeks of the Churl with a Smile emed to ncwl, 
And he anſwer d me pleaſant as can be, 
aich the ſingle-lock' d Seer, Friend, this: Point' 

„„ pet ert e 
We all love the Marquis of Granby... 


Like Curs in the Manger let Malcontents rave, 
And talk how enfeebled our Race i is, 

That our Fathers were manly, were vig *rous and 

brave, "2 

And their Hearts we might readi in their Faces, 

What our Anceſtors were, at preſent we are; 
I can prove it as 3 as can be: 

Let them that would ſee what a Briton ſhould be, 
Behold but the Marquis * Granby. 


Had the Cynic Diogenes liv'd to this Day, 
He'd thrown down his Lanthorn to view him; 

He's eſteem'd by the Good, and ador'd by the Gay, 
And Foxhunters hark. away to him; 1 
By his Monarch ſent over to break the French Cover, 
With bold Pack, as ſtaunch as ſtaunch can be, 
Of Brzifþ True-Blues, to hunt the French Jews, 
When led by the Marquis of Grandy. 


Bigot Spais has vaft Wealth; fickle Trance * nich 
Wines; 7 [ 
The 7:alians ſhow marvellous Banners; . 
The Indians may boaſt of Em*rald-fill'd Mines; 
But Lixcolsſire boaſts of its Manners : 


The 


4 10 ] 
The Di monds, when worn, the Wearer adorn, hk 
And ſparkle as brilliant as can be; 5 
But a Flaſh from ſuch Toys is momentary Joys, 5 
For the Jewel of —— 1s. Granny. 72 


Now the Rae of War for a Seaſon F abſide, 

His Country commands not his Duty: _ 
Blow, Winds, ro his Wiſhes; be Safety his Guide 

To England, Love, F riendſhip, and Beauty. 
From—what-d 'ye-call—Padervorny may he happy 
inn, 
| Aye, quickly too, quickly as can be; 
What ſhall we ſay then? Why, there's Granky again 3 T 
And _—_ to the 1 of 7 | 


SON G CXXIX. 
Set by Dr. Arne. Sung at Ranelagh. 
\ANNY, fairer than a Flow'r, 


But uncertain as the Wind, 
Ever trifling with her Pow'r, 
Meant alone to bleſs Mankind; 
Now with Smiles her Face adorning, 
She to Love my Heart invites, 
She to Love my Heart invites ; 
But if Love I offer, ſcorning, 
She with Frowns my Paſſion lights, 
She with Frowns ny Paſſion . 


Ohl thou God of leafing Anguiſh, - 
If indeed a God you be, 

Teach the Tyrant how to languiſh, 
Make her Heart and N agree: 


i 


„„ „„ 5 
ut if wilful ſhe refuſes... 5 47 7 
To obey the Pow'rs divine, l An 

Jo obey the Pow'rs divinqqmqam 
Make the Man whom firſt ſhe chuſes, 1 
Treat her Heart as ſhe does mine, 
Treat her Heart as ſhe does mine. | 


G . 
A New Dial ocur in the SORCERER, 


EA REST Daphne, turn thine 50 
Jocund Day 1 — to riſe; 

See the Morn with Roſes crown'd, 
Sprinkling Dew-drops on the Ground: | 
Love invites to yonder Grove, 

Where only Lovers dare to rove; 

Let us haſte, make no Delay, 
 Cupid?s Call we muſt obey; 

Let us haſte, make no Delay, 

Cupid's Call we muſt obey. 


She. Ah, Pils, I'm afraid: 
There poor Laura was Nen 
By young Strephon's ſubtle Wiles, 
Soothing Words, and artful Smiles: 
Simple Maids are ſoon undone, 
When their ſimple Hearts are won: 
| Preſs me not; I muſt away, 
And Honour's ſtrict Commands obey, 
Preſs me not, Sc. 5 


4 


He, Gentle Daphne, fear not you; 
| I'll be ever kind and true: 
ut Think no more of Laura's Fate, 

| View yon Turtle and its Mate; 


T 112 ] 
See how freely they impart 
The Impulſe of each other's Heart: | 
Like them, my Fair, bn s ſport ow Fa "Mo 
Nature prom 3 us to obey, 9 
Like them, Sc. = 


She. Shepherd, 1 perceive your Mis, 

| You and Strephon are the ſame; 
You like him would me betray, 

| Should I truſt whate'er you fay.. 

He. If Daphne doubts, let Hymen's Bands 
This Inſtant join our willing Hands. 
She. The Invitation J obey, | 

And Love with Honour will r. 
The Invitation, c. 


Both. No longer then the Moments waſte, 
But to the Altar let us haſte, 
But to the Altar let us haſte: 
The Invitation we obey, | 
And Love with Honour each repay. 
The Invitation we obey, 
And Love with Howour each . 


n 2 — 
3 , - 2 „ 


| $0 NG. OXXXT. 
KITTY tbe NoNPAREILLE. 
Set by Dr, Arne. 


\ F Wars let other Rhymers talk; 
With Fred'rickh, Ferdinand, and Hands, 
Fill each heroic Ditty, 7 
Fill each heroic Ditty; . _ 
At Diſtance from the bluſt'ring Throng, | 
All, all the Burthen of my Song 
Shall be the Name of Kitty, 
Shall be the Name of Kin. 


When 
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When 


I they, or any of them 


The ſickly Red and White of Paint! 


Here Art would Nature but diſguiſe; 


| Go, Fortune, . your Favours 3 
1 Titles to the Dogs at Court; / 


But think not ſo to cozen me; 


Ls} 

When firſt I ſaw her on the Plain, 

I gaz'd, Ilov'd, and told my Pain; 
She ſigh'd, and ſeem'd to Pity 3 ; 

She figh'd, G. 
'Tis well the Nymph that wounds can an, 
Yes, my poor Heart, or elſe I'm ſure . 

*T were Death to look on Kitty, - 
*T'were Death, Go. 


Ye taſteleſs Slaves of Paſſion, dwell 

On Lady Di, and Lady Bell, 
The Great, the Rich, the Witty; 
'The Great, Se. 

But I'll be hang'd, at 21 at ** 


Can cope with e 2 
Can cope, Fe. [os 


When match'd with Nature's wh how faint 


Can varniſh'd Dolls be pretty? 
Can varniſh'd Dolls, c. 


Ah! what are Di'monds to thing Eyes, 


My dear, my charming Kitty ! 
. dear, GWS. 


Give Money in the City, 
Give Money in the City: 


I'm wiſer, and will never be 
Content with leſs than Kitty, 
Content with leſs than Kitg. 
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S 0 NG Hun. | 
Love and Consraxer. 
Set by Dr. Arne. Sung at Ranelagh. . 


0 N G Time my Heart had rov'd, 
Inconſtant as the Wind 
Each Girl I ſaw, I ſwore I lov d. 
Till one my Heart confin'd, 
Till one my Heart confin'd. 
The Maid was blithe, was young and fair, 
From Affectation free; 
The Maid was blithe, was young and fair, 
From Affectation fre 2 2 
No Imperfection did appear, 
While ſhe look'd kind on me; 
No Imperfection did appear, 
While ſhe look d kind on me. 


When her my Pain I told. 
And all my Grief confeſs'd, 
The Inſolence of female Pride 
Her cold Diſdain expreſs'd, 
Her cold, &c. : 
The Beauty I eſteem'd before, 
Appear'd Deformity 3 5 
The Beauty, SSO. 
Each Charm I thought a Charm no more, 
She was unkind to me: 
Each Charm, c. 


Forbear, fond Vouth, no more 
The Sex's Weakneſs ſcan; 
Twas not Inconſtancy, or Pride, 
But Trial of the Man, 
But Trial of the Man: 1 
| | When 


| 


ng 
When Time had prov'd my Flame ſincere,” 
She own'd the ſame to me; 
When Time, &c. 
Not Love alone can win the * | 
But Love and wr neg 


Not Love, Se. c. 


” 0 N G cxxx III. 
Ser by Dr. Arne, Sung at Ranelagh. | - 


Search'd the Fields of ev*ry Kind, | 
The faireft Flow'rs I choſe, be 
And ſent them in a Wreath to Gn 
My Re/alinda's Brows, 
My Raſalinda's Brows. | 


Here Hyacinthus, tin 2d with Blood, 
In purple Beauty glows; : 
There, burſting from the ſwelling Bud, 
Appears the luſhing Roſe, 
Appears the bluſhing Roſe. 


Here Violets of purple Hue, ! 
Chaſte Lilies white as Snow, 1 
Narciſſuſes that drink the Dew, 
ä And near the Fountain blow, 
And near the Fountain blow. 


To boaſt thy Charms when crown'd with thoſe, 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, O beauteous Maid! . 
Thy Face, that blooms ſo like the you. 2 

Like that, alas! will fade, 1 3 IS 
Like that, alas! will fade. 


Every Verſe to be repeated. 
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8 0 N G cxxxrv. 5 
E | AFFICTATION.. Set by Dr. Ana. 


ON G at chy Altar, God of Love, 
| I paid a double Duty ; 
A Slave to Cælia's Voice and Wit, 
To Chloe's Taſte and Beauty. 


Fain would I fix my reſtleſs Heart, 
While they, N aukward Feature, 
Diſguiſe, in Affectation's Maſque, 
The bounteous Gifts of e. | 3 


— 


Celia, affecting Beauty's Grace, 
Deſtroys her Senſe and Spirit; 8 

And Chloe's Charms, thro? fancy'd Wit, 
Loſe all their wonted Merit. 


While i in their native Beauties deck'd, 

I cou'd love both, or either; 

But thus in borrow'd Airs diſpuis'd, 
gs be a Slave to neither. 


| SONG cxxxv. 
Ser by Dr. *. 


HEN lovely Chloe's gentle Touch __ 
Awakes the Lute with ſprightly Art, 
Awakes the Lute with ſprightly Art, - 


Her flyin ng Fingers* Charms are ſuch, 
1 


They ſlide unheeded to the Heart; 
Her flyin Fingers? Charms are ſuch, 


TY ide MT to the Heart. 


But 


How juſt was her Motion! how ſweet was her 


"vol 


[wm]. 

But when her Voice, with ſweet Surprize, ir YT 
Melodious ſtrikes the raptur'd Ear, bh lt 7 | 
Melodious, SS. 

What gay Applauſes fill the Skies? 

What Pleaſure gladdens all who hear! 

What gay, Se. 


Her Air, ber Virtue; and ber Wit, fy ig TIT 
A thouſand Hearts enthrall'd command, 
A thouſand Hearts enthrall'd command 3 


While Capid, humbly at her Feet, © 1 


Reſigns his Arrows to her Hand; 
While Cupid, humbly at her Feet, 
Reſigns his Arrows to her Hand. 


CE Ee IE HERE Its ů—— Ee — 


so NG Sn 5 
der to lea by N. Langdon. Sung * Mr. Beard, 


OW eaſy was Colin, how blithe, and how gay! 
A fer he met the fair Chloris, how ſprightly his 
\ ay . 
So graceful her Form, ſo accompliſh'd her Mind, 
Sure Pity, he thought, with ſuch Charms muſt be 


join'd. 


Sure Pity, bs thought, with ſuch Charms muſt be 
_ Join" | 


Whenever ſhe danc'd, or whenever the —_—_ 
Tongue! 


And when the Youth told her his paſſionate Flame, 


She allow'd him to fancy ber Heart 33 _ 8885 
She allow d 235 Sc. 
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With 8 Sed her to think him Sm 
But, alas! 3 abled each Hope and each Fear; 
She would not — nor ſhe would not ap rove, 
And the neither refus'd him, nor l him her Lov 


And ſhe neither, Se. 2 3815 
Now chear'd by Complapencit now Polk I Di 


He languiſh*d for Freedom, but languiſh'd in vain; 


Till T, who pity'd ſo helpleſs a 2 


Eas'd his Heart of its Pain by the Counſel he gave. 


Eas'd his Heart, Sc, : 
Forſake her, ſaid hey and reject her W kN ; 


If ſhe loves 2 ſhe ſoon will return with a Smile: 


Vou can judge of her Paſſion by Abſence alone, 
And by Abſence will conquer her Heart, —or your 
OWN. '- 


And by Abſence, Gre. 1 
This Advice he purſu'd; but the Remedy prov'd 


Too fatal, alas! to the Fair-One he lovid; _ 
Which curd his own Paſſion, but left her in vain. 
Jo ſigh for a Heart ſhe could never regain. _ 
To 1 for a Heart ſhe could never W 885 


18. 0 NG ' CXXXVII. 
A Trio. Set by Mr. Worgan. 


Sung by Mrs. Vincent, Mr. Lowe, Mifs Stevens, 


and a Boy. 


L Y hence, grim Melancholy's Train! 
Hence waſting Thought and Years of Pain 
What to us is Age and Care, 
_ Eyes of Grief, and Looks of Fear? 
ba the Laughter-lovin Train; 


his is Pleaſure's bound eſs Reign. : 
Mint 


Z Mind not what the Stoics Ip ; 


!. 1 Ot 


Life is only for a Day: 


Baniſh far RefleQion's Pow'r; 


Loſe not one important Hour: | 
Fly the meagre Kideous Train 
This3 is Pleaſure's boundleſs es 


Make the moſt of Beauty's Pride ; 5. 


_. . Youth and Beauty ſoon ſubſide: 


Courted, yield, while yet you may, 
Cupid elſe will fly away: | 
Join the ſportive harmleſs Train; 5 
This is Pleaſure's golden W 800 


1 all his Treaſure End | 
(Mirth and Wine are conſtant F TY 


Lifts on high the Human Soul: 


Dread no Poiſon in the Bowl. 
Seek the Jovial 7 boundlet 3 


| This i is Pleafure 8 


undleſs . 
In the n ſafely felons 


Innocence ſhall po the n 


And by Moon-light, on the Green, 
View the Fairies with their Queen: 
Go where Love directs the Train; 
For *tis Pleaſure's 8 1 


Envy 8 7 "RY cant rien War, 17 
Wit 


Phantom II Four, hence are far; 
Hope, and Peace, and Joy ſincere, 


And Love, maintain their Revels here: 1 7 
Haſte to join the feſtive Train; #5 wad? 
This is Pleaſure's — Reign. SY 


ot, [ 1201 

Nor to ſcornful Airs inclin'd, 
Know the Seaſon to be kind: . 

What would all your Beauty do, 
Should Shepherds once negle& to: woo 2 
See the beck'ning ſportive Train 
Hark! they cry, tis Pleaſure's Reign. 
Freedom, with immortal Shield, 
Guards the Bleſſings we can yield; 
Freedom hails thee to refi „„ 
All thy Cares in Love and Wine; | 
Stay no longer, join the Train 
This is Pleaſure's golden Reign. 

ns graceful Altars ſmoke ; 
Hite and wear the filken Yoke : 
Endleſs Peace, unfading Youth, 
Riſe the ſure Rewards of Truth: 
Haſten then to join the Train; 
For tis Pleaſure*s golden Reign. 


. _- SONG cx. 

Set by Dr. Arne. Sung at Vauxhall. | 
\OME give your Attention to what I unfold ; 
| The Moral is true, tho* the Matter is old, 

The Moral is true, tho? the Matter is old: 
My honeſt Confeflion's intended to prove, 
How taſteleſs, inſipid, is Life without Love; 
My honeſt Confeſſion's intended to prove, 
How taſteleſs, inſipid, is Life without Love. 


In Works of old Sophiſt my Mind Temploy'd ; 
My Bottle and Friend too by Turns I enjoy'd, 
„% 
6 e the * and e ſtrove 
eir ms to for id farewel to Love: 
„ 8 I toil'd 


; 2 
N 
i 
1 


I.toild and trafick'd 
ita bu en, 55 id of D 


4 . 1 ts e 1 


Each Paſſion Ain Hes Sie my Doubt did remove; 
They center'd in Ple lure, aud Pleaſure i in Lore. 
Each Paſſion, Oc. 25 


How ſweet my Reſolves . confels'd with a Sigh, 
When Phillis, ſweet Phillis, wipp's wantonly b 5, 
When Phillis, & c. 

I caught her, arid mentian'd a Thin d in the EY 3 


Conſenting ſhe made me 4 Convert" to Love: added” | 
I caught her, Oc. meet 


Ye Lovers of Freedom, no longer complain; . 
We're born Fellow-Subjects of Beauty” s ſoft Chain, 
We're born Fellow-Subje&s of Beauty's ſoft Chain: 
purchis'd Experience this Maxim will prove, 
TY Life is not Life when divided from Love: 
purchas'd Experience this Maxim will — 
Thar] Life i is not Life my divided from Love. 


= 


8 $0NG cxxxix. 
ä 7 
Ei | Nancy Crow. Set by Dr. Arne. 


Hy! whence this Impotence of Mind? 
Sure Beauty, prop roperly dein d, 3 


2 'To Learning is a 


Newton and Bots neglected lie; ; OY 
Belinda can no more ſupply + | | 


* 


; - 'The Place of Nancy Crow, 

. | The Place of Nancy Crow.” 

86 Let thoſe, who would the Depths explore. 

ove: Of modern Wit and antient Lore, 7 5 | 
92 85 e „ 
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No Proof of Nature's Foe” 1 =— 
But charming Nancy Grows, 
But, Oe. | 


Through the ſmooth Surfics of a Str im, 

When brighten'd by the 2 bean. 
We ſee the Sands below | 

Thus in her Face, as ſm6och; as clear,” 


| (Enlighten'd by her Eyes) 8 


The Thoughts of Nancy 
The Thou its, Se. ä 


Had Nature (now too careleſs grown, 
Each Year the Seeds of Beauty ſown, 
Sure Time would not be flow; 


* \ * 9 Ho 


| Since fourteen Summers could produce 
A Plant ſo fair, ſo fit for Uſe, | 


As charming Nancy Crow, 
As charming, Sc. 


Alas! ſaid "FEY with a Tear, 


No more my Roſes muſt appear, 


No more my Lilies blow; 
For, Oh! their boaſted Red and White, 
Their Softneſs, Fragrance, all unite 
In lovely Nancy Grow, 
In lovely, Sc. N 


Let thoſe whom coarſer MEE ſuſtain, . * 
O'er Hills and Dales, o'er Rough and Plain, 
Purſue the wenns Does; : 


*Tis mine to chaſe a ſprightly Fair, 


(Like Daphne crown'd with Golden Hair) 
Soy, tempting Nancy Croau, 
Coy, e Nancy Crow, 


SONG 


* +4 Fad 
* 1 


[ nag ] ” 
$0nG ol p 


YRTILLA, demanding the Aid of m Pen, 1 
To tell what of her were the Thoug ty of = 
the Men, — 8 
Inſiſted for once I would alter my Tune, | F 
And write Panegyrics as well as Lampoon s * Þ 
With Candor d 1 1. the Woman I fre, , ö 
When L ſteal from m laſs, to Myreilla and Tea. 


If the Eyes ſweet Employ to the Soul give Delight, 

And W 's an Object engaging to 85 ght; 

How kind is my fair One, ole Studies confeſs, 

Her Aim is at Nature's Amendment in Dreſs ! 

Tho? oft' in the Structure, miſtaking the Plan, 
She ſpoils what ſhemeant ſhou'd rs leaſure to Man. 


When I hear 1 fweet \ ic | 
Her good-humour'd Pra is Muſic to me; | "ll 
Her Kiſs would foon make the dull Hermit forego _ 
His Cell and high Views, for that Heaven below: | 
But when for a Trifle with Anger grown bold, 


Her Words are but Diſcord, her Kiſſes are cold. | 


! 0 1 key, 


Like Dew to the Flow'rs is Love to Mankind; . ' 
Each Senſe's Enjoyment in Woman we find, k 
Unleſs Affectation, that Bane to the Fair. 
Unfetters the Heart they attempt to enſnare: =—_ 
Let Nature the Science of Pleaſing diret, ,t 

A Charm ar og ſoon becomes a Defett. * 


* 


G | 8 ONG 


P 


Stow he look'd and 


Adieu till I fee Bu, | 
Adieu till, &c. 4 5 


And now che talks of me the Shepherds among, 


' Youth, (if! 1 wou'd, Icould tell you a his Nane) 
If Ihave not good Care, will m Boſom enflame; 
I ek ſeen him but once, tis enough to have ſeen 3 
For I like him beyond all the reſt on the Green, 

F or J like him beyond all the reſt on the Green. 


How ſweet was'his Converſethe live-long Day euro-, : 
So many bleſt Minutes I ne'er before Knew; 


Might have my With, they ſhould come o'er agains 


I ne*er thought there liv'di in the Wy" ſuch a le 
I neer thought, Io. - 


Without flat ring be pleas d, without Rudeneſs was, 5 
free; 

8 civil to none but to me! 

, I think on with Pain, | 


ar Joly, again; 


His Words when 


I'm as” Praiſe of his Wit, and the Theme of bis: 


Ongue: 
If dei ow run on, *twill alarm all the Plain, 
And 


ndal wont let him come neas me n, 1 5 
And candal, Oc. | 


Kind Fortune, ſoon throw bim this once in my Way, 


Then I'II know all his Thoughts, and hear all e 


can ſay: 
If we can't have each other, I will not complain, 


But we ne'er from that Moment will meet once again, | 


But we ne er r from that Mommy yall m meet once in. 
| * O N G, 


| 2 of the HII I. Ser by Dr. Arne: 


I mean to ſing, in ruſtic Verſe, 
8 15 once I fat beneath a Shade, | 
4 Who ſhou' 
He tapt my Shoulder, ſnatch'd a Ki, 

For nothing ſure is done amiſs 


Conſent, O lovely Maid! * cry'd, 
Conſent this Day to be the Bride 


| Obſerve the Doves. on yonder Spray, 
So ſweet your Time ſhall paſs away 


May ev'ry Nymph be bleſt, ny me | 


Ser by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall. 


And Flow'rets dappled o'er the L, | 


ag 85 
8 0 N G cxLI. 


E T others Damon's Praiſe rehearſe, 
Or Coliz's at their Will; 


Voung Serepbon of the Hill. 


Beſide a 1 Rull ; 
m Solitude invade, 
But Strap hor of the ein?: 


I cou'd not take it ill; 


By Strephon of the Hill. 

Nor aim thy Swain to kill: || 
Of Serephon of the Hill. | 7 _— y | | 
See hew they fit and bill; | 


With $Srrephon of the Hill. 


We went to Church with hearty Glee, 
Wn, Love propitious till! 


With Sereghen of the Hill. | 
8. O NG. CXLIN. 


ORE bright the Sun began to dawn, 
The merry Birds to fin 8 


In all the Pride of Spring, | 2 
G * EF When 


Me inftant went, with Love our Guide, 
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[ 126 1 —- Sol 
When for a Wreath young Damon ſtray d, : 
And ſmiling to me brought it; 2 
Take this, he cry'd my deareſt Maid, 2 
- And who, who, aye, aye, who'd have thought it? 
I bluſh'd, the Preſent to receive, vs | 
And thank'd him o'er and o'er; 
When ſoft he figh'd, Bright Fair, forgive. | 
I muſt have ſomething more: 
One-kind ſweet Kiſs will pay me beſt, 
So earneſtly he ſought it; 
I let him take it, I proteſt, 
And who——, aye, who'd . it? 
A Swain that ves with ſo much Art, 
No Nymph could long diſdain; 
A ſecret Flame ſoon touch'd my Heart, 
And fluſh'd thro? ev'ry Vein: : 
*Twas Love inſpir'd 3 pleaſing Change. 
From his my Boſom caught! it; 
Twas ſtrange indeed, twas 4 ſtrange, 
And who—, aye, who'd have thought ar? 
Hark! Hymen calls, the Shepherd cry'd ; 
Let us, my Dear, comply: 


And bound the Nuptial Tie: 
And ever ſince that happy Day, 
As mutual Warn? — taught it, 
We fondly kiſs, and ſport and play, 
And who, who, aye, aye, who'd have thought i it? 


SONG CXLIV. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, at Ranelagh. 


v 


T always have den dals ki ſeek not to hide: 

I dwell on her Praiſes wherever I go; 

Taey ſay I'm in Love, but I anſwer, No, no. 
They . I'm in Love, bus 1 e No, no. 


Law] 


At Eyaing. oft-times, with what Pleaſure I ſee. 
A Note from her Hand, I'll be with you at Tea! mn 
My Heart how it bounds when I hear her below | 
But ſay not tis Love, for 1 bier No, noʒ | 
But ſay, &c. 9 
She fings me a Song, and I cha its Strain; 
A ain, 2. Jeump, ſweet Tenny, again: 

iſs her Meet Lips, as if there L could 
Hs ſay not tis Love, for I anſwer, No, 105 5 
But ſay, 8 5 
She tells me her Faults as ſhe fits on my Knee: 

1 chide her, and Wear ſhe's an Angel to ig 
5 Shoulder ſhe t taps, and till bids me Ig / ng = 
Who nous jt loves, e anſwers, No, no? 
Who Knows, Wer WF: * nf = 
From Beaut and Wit, and Good - Humour, how. I, bl | 
Should Prudence adviſe, and compel me to fly: (| 
Thy Bounty, O Fortune, make haſte to beſtow, =_ 
And let me . her, or fill L'II ſay, No; | 
And let r me deſerve vs or fill I Il fay, t No. „ 
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Set by Mer: Nene Fe at Vauxhall... a . = 
8 IN CEwe went out a Maying, we late can Iffiad, 

Young Harryhas run Day an Ni 1 in my Mind: 
He's grown ſo bewitching. as never before; 


For I And that I love him each Time more and more. 
For 1 find that I love him each Time more and more. 


Each Morning his Face with what Pleaſure I . 
Not my own at the Glaſs is ſo handſome to me; 

I'm ſo vex'd I cou'd cry when his Viſit is o'er, 4. OP 
Nor help, if I would, but muſt love more and more. 
Nor 19 uf I would, 69 8 5 
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Hed 1 me to ung to him all che Day long, 
And ſays mine's as ſweet as the Nightingale's Song, 
Such Praiſes as theſe I had never before, 
I'm ſure that he loves me, tho? him 1 love 2 more. 
I'm ſure that he loves me, GW. 


When my Mother was gone, with fore in . Lock, 
He begg'd for one Kiſs, but how many he took! 
I aſk'd why fo free, Who was ne'er ſo before? 

He bluſh'd, and then promis'd to do ſo nd more. 
He bluſt'd, and then promis'd, Sc. 


How I with'd the dear Shepherd for Life was al | 
mine ! 

fa ſnou'd have no Occaſion to chide, « or to pine; 

Then Harry BY Lips may with Kiſſes run o'er, 

And I'll try, if it can be, to love him ſtill more; 

And Pll try, if 1 it can be, to love EM ſtill more. 


* 


3 O N G cxLvI. Hh 
Conn and PH1LLIS, 4 Dialogue. Sung at Vaurhall 


: Ee. EAR P>1llis, ſweet Girl, be now kind to 


my Pain, 

Nor ſuffer me longer to court you in vain; 
And PII love you ſincerely for ever, 
And I'll love you ſincerely for ever, 
And I'll love, Oc. | | 


"She. Ah! Colin, my- Heart was 8 to con 
But what my Hope wiſhes, my Fears w quay. 
I can never be yours. 
=. What never? | 
*$he. No never; I can never be yours. | 
He. What never? 
_ the. No never! I ne 'er can be yours, 


ok, 


- 


He. What never? 
He. What never? 


. Thee adieu to all Joy, my Heart will ſure breaks 


| 50 Vou never, ſure never, will hve me. 


Aud if he has Senſe but to ballance a Straw, 


He will ſure take the Hint from the au- I. Hemi, 
; A 


r 129 ] 8 
Al. Fie! Phillis, how can you ſtill rifle with Love? 
Away with your Fears! and my Paſſion approve, 
When I tell you, I love you for ever, 
When I tell you, I love you for ever, 

When I tell you, &c. 


be. Fie! Colin, how can you ſtill teaze me in vains 
When I told you before, and I tell you again, 
I can never be yours?? | 


She. No never! I can never be yours. 


She. No never! I ne'er can be yours. 


If my Phillis. denies what 1 fondly did ſeek; 

I can never be happy, no never, 

1 can never be happy, no never, 
Jean never, Se. 


She. Then away with my Doubts, 15 can fondly believe, 
That Colin his Phillis will never e 
That Colin will love me. 


He. For ever.. | 
2 You never, daß Ren vn will leave me. ; 
No never! 


He. No never, no never, will leave you. 


$ONG: CXLVIL.: 
In the REPRISAL. 


Pon the. Man whom I love tho? my Heart 
1 8 hs 
I will freely deſcribe the Wretch I alpin ; 


He will ſure take the Hint from the PiRure I draw. 
And if he has Senſe but to ballance a Straw, 


G5 


He will ſure take the Hint from the Picture I draw, 


| I 1300 
A Wit without Senſe, without Fancy a Beau 
Like a Parrot he chatters, and ſtruts like a Crow: 
A Peacock in Pride, in Grimace a Baboon ; 

In Courage a Hind, in Conceit a Gaſcoon. 

A Peacock, Oc. | | AY 


As a Vulture rapacious, in Falſhood a Fox; 
 Inconftant as Waves, and unfeeling as Rocks: 
As a Tyger ferocious, perverſe as a Hog; 
In Miſchief an Ape, and in fawning a Bg. 
As a Tyger, Sc. | 


In a Word, to ſum up all his Talents together, | 
His Heart is of Lead, and his Brain is of Feather: 
Vet if he has Senſe but to ballance a Straw, 


N rl A £A. . Af tent pond 


Yet if he has Senſe but to ballance a'Straw, 
He will ſure take the Hint from the Picture I draw. 


8 ONG -CXLVHL. 
Set by Mr. Berg. Sung at Ranelagh, | 
OUNG Damon, am'rous and fincere, a 
> One Noon fat penſive in the BoW'r: 
Je Gods, he cry'd, ſend Sylvia here, | 
My Paſſion ſhall be bleſt this Hour: 
Too long with Sighs, and Vows, and Pray' rs, 
I've woo'd the unrelenting Maid; | 
Now, was ſhe here, for all its Cares 
My faithful Heart ſhould be repaid. . 


The Swain had juſt finiſh'd his reſolute Tale, 
When Sylvia appear'd tripping blithe o'er the Vale, 
To weave a ſweet Chaplet of Roſes and Lilies; 

She came, and brought with her the pertlittle Phillis 
dhe came, and brought with her the pert little 05 
8 e p 


Up Rapid the Shepherd, ſu nd; at the Views: 00 _— 
I aſcꝰd for one Nymph, Io! the Gods have ſent two: i 
Ye Pow'rs, *tis unkind at a Links to laugh; 

One Maid at a Time had been better by alf, tit + 
One Maid at a Time had been better by half 1 3 
He bow'd, and he bluſh'd, nor had Courage to ſtay. | 
Are all Men, ſo baſhful ? They? re not, I dare ſay: 
Are all Men fo baſhful, fo bahful; 5 

Are all. Men ſo baſhful 7 They re not, L * ſay. 


SONG CXLIX. 


A-DiaLocue, 
Ft by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall. 
Ze. ELIA, Delia, leave the Shade, 
Thou waſt born for Man's Delight ; | 
Suffer not thy Charms to fade, EF 
Far 1 from mortal * 
HFaſten to the Town, away; 
Join the Lovely, and the Gay; 
_ Haften to the Town, away; 
Join the Lovely, and the Gay. 
Che, Here, Alexis, let me live, 3 
Free from Danger, free Fro Strife; * 
Here the fruitful Seaſons "uy | 
All that can embelliſh I 7 8s Foy 
Here learn, from ev 'ry Flow! „ 
To improve the coming Hour. 2 5 
: Here I learn, Se. e e Uk 
He. At thy faithſul Lover's Call; 5 Ir 
Haſte to Town,. thou Nymph divine ; ; 
There to lead the ſprightly Ba L, . 


. ; * 8 = 
X % 14 tn 
: * N 
- . 1 j 
0 mY was > PT: Io 1 
3 5 1 
4 1 


, And in ſplendid Courts to ſhine: 

Muſic ſhall thy Joys 5 a ob 
» And awake thy Soul to Love. © © 
in = Muſic mall, oc WE, 194 ONS 2151 7 
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of in 3 ſecure; . 8 

J can love pad Jing with, theds. „ 

Here the Breath of Air is pure, . 

Muſic here on ev'ry, Tree: 23 

5 alone I Wich to ſhine, 8 
While my gentle Swain is mine; 

Heile alone I with to ſhine, - 


While. my gentle Swain is mile, 


SONG CL: ag 
The Hur and CRY. 4 CanTaThe 
Sung at Ranelagh. 
- REGITATIVE., 
N Love's Name you're charg'd hereby, 
To make a ſpeedy Hue and Cry 
After a Face which Yother Day 
Stole my wand'ring Heart away: 
To direct you, theſe, in brief, 
Are ready Marks to know. the Thief. 
„ 
Mer Hair a Notof Beams would prove, 
Strong enough to captive Jove; 
And her lovely tow'ring Brow _ 5 
Is a Field of pureſt Snow; _.- . 
Her Eyes ſo rich, ſo bright are they, 
Ev'ry Beam's a Break © „ 
But if ſhe ſleeps, a ah! then tis Night, 
Tho? the Sun ſhines, pureſt Light. 
In her Cheeks are to be ſeen . 
Of Flowers both the King and Queen, 2 2 
Hither by the Graces led, 4 
And Freſly laid in nuptial Bed; DL 


5 
a4 


BT 


On whom Lips like Nymphs do wait, > A 
We deplore their Virgin State: 
Oft they bluſh, and. bluſh for this, x 
That they one another” kiſd. T8 483638 : 


+ 1 


3 i 


* 1 
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25 But obſerve; beſides the reft, 9 2 


Let us fing our own Treaſures, Old England's good 


Your Wine-tipling, Dram-fipping Fellows, retreat, 


But we, who have Hop-grounds to mellow our Ale, 


; Shou'd the French dare twat us thus arm'd with 


1 For your Beef. eating, aer ritanere Souls, 


4 - OCT = 


Vou ſhall know this Felon beſt 

By her Tongue; for, if your Ear 
Once an heav*nly Muſie hear; 

Such as neither Gods, or Men, 
But from that Voice ſhall hear again; 
That, that is ſhe, oh! ſtrait ſurpriae 
And bring her unto Love's Aſſize. 


; 8 ON CLI. . | 
Set by Dr. Arne. Sung at Ranelagh. Po 


'E true honeſt Britonc, who love your own Land, 
Whoſe Sires were ſo brave, ſo victorious and free, 


. always beat France when they took her in Hand, | j 


Come j join, honeſt Britons, in Chorus with meg 
Come join, honeſt Britons, in Chorus with me. 


RN | 
'The Profits and Pleaſures of ſtout Britiſh Beer; 


But your Beer- rinking Britons can never be beat. 
But your, c. 


The French with their Vineyards are. meagre and pale, = 
They drink of the Squeezings ofhalf-ripen'd Fruit; ⁵⁶ 


Are roſy and lump, and 7220 Freedom to boot. 
Let us ſing, 2 


T 
We'll bang their bare Ribs, make weir Lanthorn- 


Jaws ring; 
_—__ wil od their laſt N 
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 $90NG CLI. 
Set By Mr. Berg. Sung at Ranelagh, . 
IT ev'ry ſweet) Hope the Fair can impart, 
Cleora, who conquer'd, would ſoothe my poor 
Heart: | 
She taught my fond Thoughts on her Beauty to roll, 
And fann'd with her Smiles the ſoft Flame in my Soul. 
My Fancy was raviſh'd with Tranſports in View, 
The Sun never ſhone on a Lover ſo true; 
*Twas her's to enſlave me, twas mine to adore her; 
How loving Was 1, and how charming Cleora . 
But Curſe on the Arts that ſhe us'd to enſnare! 
She's falſe I diſcover, and cruel as fair; 
-She;s falſe I diſcover, and cruel as fair. 
Laſke'd: her at Church when her Hand ſhe'd. beſtow : 
Twas, Who can tell what a Year hence I may do? 
| *Twas, Who can. tell what a Year hence 1 may do? 
m fixd, "Pm determin'd, th Enchantment 1 is o'er, 
Her Pride has deceiv'd me,  Pll love her no more; 
m fix'd, I'm determin'd, u Enchantment. is o'er, 
Her Pride has deceiv'd me, I'Il love her no more: 
Vet what I've reſolv'd my Heart whiſpers i in vain, 
For a Glance from her Eyes will unman me again; 
Vet what Pye reſolv'd my Heart whiſpers in vain, 
Ns « Glance from her Eyes will unman me again. 


8 ON. G CLIII. 
| The Hayey MEgTING. , 3 
Ses dy Mr. Berg. Sung at Ranelagh. 
_ Jamie gay gang'd blithe his Way, 
Along the Banks of Tweeds 
A bonny Laſs, as ever was, | 
Came tripping o'er'the Mead: SACK 
The hearty Swaln, untaught to feign, HT. * 
The buxom Nymph ſurvey'd; : 
_ And full of Glee, as Lad could bs, 
Beſpake the money Maid. 2 "OE 


1 


Dear Laſſy, tell, why b thine ſel 
Thou haffly wand're e 
My Ewes, ſhe cry'd, are ſtraying wide; 

. . Can'ſt tell me, Laddy, Where? 

To Town ife hie, he made reply, 

Some muckle Sport to ſee; _ 

But thou'rt ſo ſweet, ſo trim and neat,. 
Iſe ſeek the Ewes with thee. 


She gin her Hand, nor made a Stand, 
But lik'd the Vouth's Intent? : 
O'er Hill and Dale, o'er Plain and Vale, Vo 
Right merrily they went: . 
The Birds ſang ſweet the Pair to greet,” | 
And Flowers blocm'd around; 3 
And as they walk d, of Love they talk'd, 8 
And Joys which Lovers crownd. 
And now the Sun had roſe to Noon, $ 
( (The Zenith of his Pow'r,) * 
When to a Shade their Steps they made, 
To paſs the mid-day Hour: 
The bonny Lad raw" 4; in his Plaid, 
The Laſs who ſcorn'd to frawn ; 
She ſoon forgot the Ewes ſhe e 
A e EVE LET 


| 8 ON G CLIV.. RE» 
Fic Wk frm SHAKESPEAR, Sung av/Ranclaght = 
OME, live with me, and be my Love, \, 

| And we will all, the Pleaſures,prove, ' MY 
That Hills and Vallies, Dales and Fields, 

And all the craggy Mountain yields: 
There will we fit upon the Rocks 
And ſee the Shepherds feed their Flooks, 

Near ſhallow Rivers, by whoſe Falls 
HG Birds ſing 3 e 


„ 
There will I make thee Beds of Roſes;. 


With a Thouſand fragrant Poſies, 

A Cap of Flowers, with a Girdle 

Embroider'd all with Leaves of Myrtle; 

A Gown made of the fineſt Wool, 

Which from our pretty Lambs we pull. | 

If theſe Delights thy Mind may move, | 0 
Come, live with me, and be my Love. | 


1 


Fair lined Slipper for the Cold, BD 
With Buckles of the pureſt Gold; 5 
A Belt of Straw with Ivy Buds, | 

And Coral Claſps, and Silver Studs: - 

The Shepherd Swains ſhall dance and ſing, 

For thy Deliphe, each May Morning. 

If theſe Delights thy Mind may move, 

Then live with me, and be my Love. 


8s ON G cl. 
S by Dr. Arne. 


As Damon to Phillis, Suppoſe my fond Eyes 

Reveal with what Ardour Il glow, 

Reveal with what Ardour I glow: | 

Well, what if they do? there's no Harm ſure, ſhe cries; 
I can but deny you, you know, you know; 

I can but deny you, you know. ü 
SGuppoſe I ſhould aſk of thoſe Lips a ſweet Kiſs, 

= Say, would you the Favour. beſtow ? | 

Say, would you the Favour beſtow ? | 

Lord bleſs me! ſaid ſhe, what a Queſtion is this! 

I can but deny you, you know, you know; 


I can but deny you, you know, _ 


| 8 Suppoſe, 


1 


"Suppoſe what you will, ſhe reply” 


Come then, my dear Love, to the Wood let s can. 


A 


[137] WE, A, 0 


Su 8 not contented, I fill aſk for more, 


ho Pleaſure from Pleaſure will grow, 
For Pleaſure from Pleaſure will 2 . 

as before, + 
I can but deny you, you know, you know; 
I can but deny you, you know. 


Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to go; 
Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to go: 


No, no, with a Bluſh, anſwer' d Phillis, for there. 2 


1 could not deny you, you know, you * 
1 could not _ you, you know. 

+ 75 $ONG '*: 6 Be 

"Ser by Dr. Berg. Sung at Ranelagh. . 


Y Kitty cries, Was Damon wile, 
His Paſſion I'd approves _ 


. But like the Bee, ſo 195 0 free, 


He merits not my Love: 


From Maid to Maid his Heart has fray'd, 


Which each new Face has won; 
My Spirit's great, a Share I hate, 
Ill have him all or none. 


Her Reas'ning ſuch, I wonder much, 


Herſelf ſhe cannot ſee; 
For, oh! the F awn, that ſkips the Lawn, 
Is not fo wild as ſhe: 


Each am'rous Swain breath'd out his Pain: 


To all ſhe lends an Ear: 


9 The Caſe i is thus, and which of us 


In Love's moſt inſincere? 


I often cty, Dear Kitty, Bs, 7 


1 


| In Hymer's Bands let's join our Hands, -— 


Should Youth in vain be ſpent! 


And live with each content: 


Grow wiſe and mend, Pll be your Friend, 


Ye Pow'rs above, who rule o'er Love, 5 
| | My Heart would her to all prefer, 
She thinks 'tis 4 that I ſhou'd range: . 


[238] 
But b her Reply „ a Sigh, 
Tis Damon, patient wait; 


And leave the reſt to Fate. 


Our giddy Thoughts confine; 
Wou'd ſhe be only mine: 


I think ſhe waſtes her Charms; f 
And plainly ſee, weſhan't agree, 
Till in each other's Arms. 


8 0 N CLVII. 
Sung by Mi ½ Brent, a Vauxhall, 


H! what Jo's dees Conqueſt yield, | 
When, returning from the Field, 


E 


In triumphant State we fee . +1 7 


The god-like Hero crown'd with victory! 


Laurel Wreaths his Head furrounding, Pl 


Banners waving in the Wind; 


Fame her neee Trumpet ſounding, 


Ev'ry Voice in Chorus Join'd; Ti 


All uniting to proclaim 
Th' immortal ongurs of his; Name. | 255 Ar 


E * 
favourite Cax TATA. Ser by Mr. Stanley. Bu 
W H O'11 buy a Heart, Myztilla eries, ] 

And. throws around her wanton Eyes; Bu 
An eaſy Shape, a graceful Air, Toi 
A Face, like lovely Hebe's, fair; 3 l 
A Pair of Eyes that wound at Sight, Ay 


_ foal the Di mond's en N 5 0 
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Come hither, ye that long to-prove © 
The Soul-enchanting Joys of Loses _ 
Come, quickly come, for he | 
Buys that bids the moſt for me: 

But let no ſordid Wretch preſume, To] 
With even Cræſis Wealth to come, : 
Nor vainly hope for Gems, or Gold, 
Such Charms as theſe can e'er be ſold; _ 
So vile a Change I ſcorn to make, 

For Love's the only Coin I take. 


60 NS: (CLIX. 
Sung in the SHEPHERD'S LOTTERY. 
IHE N Fairies dance round on the Grafs, 
And revel to Night's awful Noon, 
O ſay, will you meet me, ſweet Laſs, - ; 
| Al! by the clear Light of the Moon? 
My Paſſion I feek not to ſcreen; 
We I refuſe you your Boon? 
I' meet you at Twelve on the Green, 
All by the clear Light of the Moon. 
I'll meet you at Twelve on the Green, 

All by the clear Light of the Moan. | 
The Nightingale perch'd on a Thorn, 
Then charms all the Plains with his Tune, 

Salutes the pale Light of the Moon: 
How ſweet is the leſſamine Grove 
And ſweet are the Roſes of June; FER 
But ſweeter the Language of Love, 
Breath'd forth by the Light of the Moon. 


D 
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But ſweeter, Sc. | | 
Too flow.rolls.the,Chariotof Day, 

Unwilling to grant me n.) Boon: 
Away, envious Sunſhine! away, 


Gave place to the Light of che Moon: 
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But ſay, will you never deceive 
The Laſs whom you conquer'd too ſoon, 
And leave a ſoft Maiden to grieve 5 

Alone by the Light of the Moon? 
And leave, c, 


The Planets ſhall ſtart from their ſphicics, 
Ere I prove ſo fickle a Loon; | 
Believe me, I'Il baniſh thy Fears, „ 
Dear Maid, by the Light of the Moon: 
Our Loves when the Shepherds ſhall view, 
Jo us they their Pipes ſhall attune, 
While. we our ſoft. Pleaſures renew, © 
Each Night by the Light of the Moon: 
While we our ſoft Pleaſures renew, 


Each Night by the Light of the een. ; 
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a NG CLX. 
on Roger and Nell, come Simkin and Bal, 
H „ Each 2 with his Laſs hither come, 
4 ith Singing and Dancing, in Pleaſure advancing, 
1 To celebrate Harveſt Home: 
1 Iis Ceres bids play, and keep Holiday, 
1 To celebrate Harveſt Home, Harveſt Home, 
# To celebrate Harveſt Home. 


Our Labour is o'er, our Barns in full Fier 
Now ſwell with rich Gifts of the Land; 
Let each Man then take, for his Prong and his Raks 
His Can and his Laſs in his Hand: We» 
For Ceres, &C.. 


No Courtier can be fo happy as we, 
In Innocence, Paſtime, and Mirth, 
While thus we carouſe with our Swtetheart or _ 
And rejoice o'er the Fruits of the Earth, 
4 When Ceres bids pla 1 and kee Holiday, 

To celebrate Harveſt Home, Harveſt Home, 
To celebrate Harveſt Home. SONG 
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Nancy. Dawson. 


7 Fall the Girls in our Town, 


The black, the fair, the red, the brown, 


| That dance and 23 it up and down, 
There's none like Nancy Daauſon- 

Her eaſy Mien, her Shape ve fa neat, 

She foots, ſhe trips, ſhe looks ſo ſweets. 

Her every Motion is complete: 3 
. I die for Nangy Dawſon. 


| See how ſhe comes to give. Siri, 
With Joy and Pleaſure in her Eyes! 

To give Delight ſhe always tries, 

So means my Nancy Dawv/on - 
Was there no Taſk tobſtruct the W ay, 

No Shuter bold, nor Houſe ſo gays 

A Bet of fifty Pounds FUR, 
That 1 gain'd Nancy Daw/on, 


- 


| Exceeding Hamlet, Lear, or Lun, 

Though in it there would be no Fu un, 
Was't not for Nancy Dawſon 

Tho' Beard and Brent 2 3 ev*ry Night, 


| And Filch and Lockit pleaſe the Sight, 
Tis crown'd by Nang Dawyon. 8 


| See little Davy ſtrut and puff, 
Pox on the Op'ra and ſuch wr == WY 
My Houſe is never full enoughy. 5 
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See how the Op? ra takes ann, 
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And Female Peachum's juſtly right, - 
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5 Far] 
| Tho? G—þ he has had his Day, . 
And forc'd the Toe his Laws tobey, 
Now Jobum Rich is come in Play, . 
With Help of Nang Damm. i 


80 NG LX. 


#->4 


I 7 E Woods and ye Mountains unknown, 
Beneath whoſe pale Shadows I ſtray ; ; 
Jo the Breaſt of my CHarmer alone e 
Theſe Sighs bid ſweet Eclives convey; = _ 

Wherever he penſively fears, ak ; 
Buy Fountain, or Hill, er in Grove; 

. His Heart will explain what ſhe means, 
Who ſings both from Sorrow and Love, 
Who ſings both from Sorrow and Love. 
More ſoft than the Nightingale's Song, 
Oh! waft the fad Sound to his Ear; 

Or ſay, tho? divided ſo long, 

The Friend of his Boſom is near : 
Then tell him what Years'of Delight, 

Then tell him what Ages of Pain, 
I felt while I liv'd in his ight, | 

I feel till I ſee him again, 

I feel till I fee him again. 


s O NG Clam. 


* thoſe eternal Regions bright, 
Where Suns that never ſet in Night, 
Diffuſe the golden Day; N 
Where m_ , ifedivg, pours around; 
O'er all the Dew-impearled Ground, 
Her thouſand Colours gay, TE» 
Fer thonſand Colours gay. 
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The Menger of Heav'n- « high King 8 
I come, and hap 2 Tidings bring, 
Jo chear this drooping g te: 
Behold ! her cruel Foesare fled, © 
Behold ! fair Freedom lifts the Head. 
And all her Children fmile, | 
And all her Children ſmile. 


The Dawn that now unveils h 7 skies, 5 
Sees England's future Glory riſe 
A better Age is born: 
Then let each Voice of ſprightly Strain 
Around, from warbling Hill Land nn 
Fail this triumphant N | 
Hail this corny Moru. +3 


SONG CLAIV... 
INN of the GR NEN. 
Sung by Mr. Beard. 


HIL E others ſtrip the new-fall'n Siber; 
And ſteal its Fragrance from the Roſe, 
To dreſs their Fancy's Queen; 
Fain would I ling, but Words are faint, 
All Mufic's Powers to weak to paint 
My Jenny of the Green. 


Beneath this Elm, beſide this Sta 
How oft I've tun'd the fav'rite Theme, 
And told my Tale unſeen? _ 
While, faithful in the Lover's Cauſe, 
The Winds would murmur ſoft * 
To Fenny of the Green. 


With! Joy my my Soul reviews the Day, 
When, deck'd in all the Pride of May, 

b hail'd the ads Scene; „ 
Tu ; Then 


66 Ts 
1 Then ey „ry Nymph that hop'd to pleaſe, 
1 Firſt ſtrove to catch the Grace and Eaſe” 
Of Jenay of the Green. 8 8 rg at 


Then, deaf to ev'ry Rival's s Sigh, 
On me ſhe caſt her partial Eye, 
Nor ſcorn'd my humble Mien 
The fragrant Myrtle Wreath I wear, 
That Day adorn'd the lovely Hair 
Of Jenny of the Green. . 


Through all the Fa airy Land of Love 
I'll ſeek my pretty wand'ring Dove, . 
be Pride of pay Filteeng» 
Though now ſhe treads ſome diſtant Plain, 
"Though far apart, I'll meet again 1 
My Jenm of the Green. 8 


But thou, old Time, till that bleſs'd Night 
That brings her back with ſpeedy Flight, 
Melt down the Hours Hwetweenz 
And when we meet, the Loſs repay, 
On loit'ring Win prolong my * 
With Jeu of 1 arent | 


S O. N. G CLxvV. 
Sung in the Mas x of ALFRED. : 


'E Warblers, while Strepbon I mourn, 
To chear me your Harmony = 
Voleſs, ſince my 8 epherd is —_— 
Youceafe, like poor Phill;s, to fin 
Each Flower'declines its ſweet Head 
Nor Odours around me will throw, 
While ev? ry ſoft Lamb on the Mead 
Seems kindly to pity my Woe. 
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HV 
Each rural Amuſement I try  _ - 
In vain to reſtore my paſt Eaſe; 
What charm'd when my S:rephox was by, 
Has now loſt. the Power to "AG | 


Ye Seaſons that brighten the Grove, 
Not long for your Abſence we mourn; 
But Strephon neglects. me and Love, „„ 
He roves, and will never return. 5 ; 


As gay as the Spring is my Dear, 1 5 
And ſweet as all Flowers combin'd; | 
His Smiles like the Summer can clieir” 
Ah! why then, like Winter, unkind? | 
Unkind he is not, I can prove, 
But tender to others can be; 
To Celia and Chloe makes love, 
And only 1s cruel to me. 


s ON G CLxv. 
Rock and Sus x. 4 Dialogue. 5 
Sung at Ranelagh. | 


"WEET Suſan, my Deareſt, while thus de 
„ 
My Life is a Burthen, my Peace you deftroy ; 
J have woo'd thee this Twelvemonth, Im ure 
tis an Age, | 
TRY you keep my poor Heart like a Bird i in a 
A 


Like a Bird, like a Bird, like a Bird i in a Cage. 


de. Pray teaze me no more, for T yet am too young; 3 
Beſides, I am ſure there's Deceit in your Tongue: 8 
Go, find out ſome other that is not afraid; 
Before I'll be ruin'd, I'll die an old Maid, 
Before PI 25 Sc. 1 8 

H ; s . 


1 1 


He. Ah! Suſan, remember, not three Days ago, 
When yg with Colin, you very well knoy, 
How you held 


up your Head to grant him a K16;l 


Tho? he took fix for one, you ne'er took i it amißt. L 


Tho! he took, Oc. 


. 


S be. I cannot diſown it, yet cannot forget 
The pert Amaryllis, that little Coquette; 


When you preſt her Hand cloſe, 1 was not OB 


blind., 
As not to perceive I was out of your Wands 
As not tO, Sc. 1 | ; + 


He, Let's leave off this Wrangling, m my pretty Corn 
Sue; 

Iſwear, by the Heay” us, I've always been true: 

Come rn me your Hand, and I prithee be juſt; 

Confeſs that you: love me, uw ſhall, and 2 
muſt, | 

Confeſs that you, Se. 


| Se. O Roger ves Rage 1 ru 8 unto thee, 
It is 1 fill my Thoughts wherever you be; 
I own I've been cruel, and cannot refuſe 
To lend thee my Fon for to faſten the Nooke, 
To lend thee, | 6 


A Bath. And now, my dear Roger, to Church let us 90 
And haſten thoſe ge that for ever ſhall flow: 


Kind Hymen, defend us from Jealouſy” s Sting, 
And each coming Day ſhall new Pleaſures bring 
And each coming n en Features bring 


$0NC 


ACEC Me 5" yy 


— > 


* 


EE Sung % M. Champnes, ar the Theatre - Royal in 
Prury-Lane, in the Entertainmunt called Arcadia- 
b l, Basin. 
menen 
H! may we ſee, at Thyr/zs” Side 
5 That heav'nly Gift, a blooming Bride: 
Bleſs'd and bleffing, may they pro -vðe 
life's ſocial Bliſs, the Source of Love. 
when Time ſhalt calf them to the Skies, 
May, Phcenix like, their Offspring riſe; 5 
Our Sons ſhall happy fill theſe Plains? 
While 2% in his Children reigus. 


5 Ain. 3535 8 
A fond Father's Bliſs is to number his Race, 
And exult on the Bloom that juſt buds on their Face; 
With their Prattle he'II daily himſelf entertain, 
And read in their Smiles their lov'd Mother again. 
Men of Pleaſures, be mute; this is Life's lovelyView ; 
When we look on our younFones,our Youth we renew. 
- ST FER / 
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Thus loving we live, and thus loving enſoy; 

No Deceit Rn diſtracts, no Debauches deſtroy; 

From the May Morn of Youth to Winter's white Age, 

aa in Hand with Contentment we fing thro” Lite's 
tage; 5 | | 

And ME Death bids us ſtop, we end eaſy our Song, 

_ give the Gods Thanks that we've liv'd well to 
ong. BO 


N 6 „ ne 
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8 0 NG CLXVIL. | 


Mar Evk, or KATE OF. ABERDEEN. 


Ser 7 Mr. ini and ſung'by Miſe Polly Your ” 
at Vauxhall. ; | 


4 
HE Silver Moon's enamour'd Beam 
Steals ſoftly through the Night, 
To wanton with the winding Stream, 
And kiſs reflected Light: 
2 o Courts be gone! Heart-ſoothing Sleep, 
Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 
Whilſt I May's wakeful Vigil Sep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The Nymphs and Swains expeRant wait, 
In Primroſe Chaplets gay, 
Till Morn unbars her Golden Gate, 
And gives the promis'd May - 
The Nymphs and Swains ſhall all declare 
I be promis 'd May, when ſeen, | 
Not half ſo fragrant, half fo fair, 
As Kate af Aberdeen, 


Tl tune my Pipe to playful Notes, 

And rouſe yon nodding Grove, 

Till new-wak'd Birds diftend their awed | 
And hail the Maid I love: | I 2 

At her Approach the Lark miſtakes, | 
And quits the new-dreſs'd Green 

Fond Birds, tis not the Morning breaks, 

*Tis Kate of Aberdeen, 


Nou blitheſome o'er the dewy Mead, - 
Where Elves diſportive . 
The feſtal Dance young Shepherds lead. 
Or ing their love-tun'd Lay, 


1 
151 LE 


3 


„ 


Ti 


L 149 1: 
Tin May i in Morning- Robe draws nigh, 
= And claims a Virgin- Queen; 
The Nymphs and Swains exulting crys. | 
1 Here” s. Kate of Aberdeen,” . 9 


8 * 


: \ 


_ 0 NG CLXVIII. 
Cur os, Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


Y Chloe ſeen, Love's Tranſports ſole, 
And ſeiz'd me by Surprize; -_ 
Then wonder not, I loſt my Soul, 
Led captive by her Eyes. 
Yet unconcern'd the Fair-one views 
The Anguiſh of my Heart, 
And (dead to Pity) does refuſe 
To heal the wounded Part. 7 
| 


Oh! partial Fate, that did ordain 
That Chloe thus ſhould have 
Domitian's Pow'r to give the Pain, 
Without one With to: ſave: - 
Is it not juſt, who raiſe Deſire, 
Should ſoften Love's Alarms ? 
For where ſhould kindled Love expire, 
But in my Chloe's Arms; 4 


& oN G. CLXIX. 
FEMALE Apvice. 
Ser by Mr. Battiſhill. 
PU SUING Beauty, Men ai 


The diftant Shore, and long to prove, 
Still richer in Variety, 
The Treafures of the Land of Love. 
H 3 


4 . 


[ 150 . | 3 
We Women, like weak 9 and, Dn 


3 from our Golden Coaſt 


The wan ring Rovers to our Land; * © 
But ſhe who trades with them 1s loſt, 1 


FF 


with humble Vows they firſt begin, | 
Stealing unſeen into the Heart; 

But, by Poſfefon fertted in — 
They quickly act another N. N 


For Beads and Baubles we reſign 1 700 8 5 4 | : 


In Ignorance our ſhining Store, 
Diſcover Nature's richeſt Mine, 157 
And yet the Tyrants will have mores, ” 


L434 


Ve Fair, take heed, forbear ©; 
How Men can court, or you be won; 


For Love is but Diſcovery, . 15 


When that. is . the Pleaſure s doue, 


8 0 N Ss: ol xx. 
The Losr 8 | E 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill, 
OR a lovely bright Nymph, that's cruel as thr, 
5 I figh, and I pine, and 1 die with Deſpair; - 


She rejects my fond Love, flies and leaves me <p ab 
She's bright as the Day, but falſe 45 the Wind. 


Ye Shepherds, take heed, and un the falſe Maid; 


„Take Warnin ng by me, or like me be betray'd. 
Ye Swains, O beware, and far from her 17 „ 


For if * but ſee Nes. Ae me ye mult die. 
$0NG 


as o@ »% oc ford 
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8 ON 8 clxxI. 


| The Jors of Harves®. 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


O W Pleaſure unbound reſounds oer the plains | 
And brightens the Smiles of the Damſels and | 
| Swains, 
As they follow the laſt Team of Harveſt along, 
And end all their Toils with a Dance and a Song: 
Poſſeſs'd of the Plenty that blefles the Year, 
Bleak Winter's Approach they behold without Fear, 
And when Tempefts rattle and Hurricanes roar, 
Enjoy what they have, and ne'er languiſn for more. 


Dear Chloe, from them let us learn to be wiſe, | 
And uſe every Moment of Life as it flies; | x 
Gay Youth, is the Spring-time, which all Ney ini 
prove 25 | 
For Summer to ripen an Harveſt of Lover 1 8 OO 
Our Hearts then a provident Care ſhould en age, 5 
To lay Friendſhip in Store for the Winter o 
Whoſe Frowns ſhall diſarm ev'n Chloe's bright 5.54 
"ap the Fang in 23 be and 227 2 Nr 
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 $0N G ctxxll. en 
| InconsTAncy. . 


Ses by Mr. Bartiſhill. Es 
Fs OM Nymph to Nymph my Heart had rov'd, 
The Brown, the Fair, my Flame approv'd; 

The Pert, the Proud, by 'Furns have loy'd, 

And kindly filPd my Arms. 
I danc'd, I ſung, I talk'd, I toy'd; 
While this I woo'd I that enjoy d; | 
And ere the Kind with Kindneſs. clay'd, 

The "—_ * ber Charms. oY | 

5 Wo But. 
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| But now, alas! thoſe Days are done, 
The Wrong'd are all reveng*d by one 
Who like a frighted Bird is flown, 
Yet leaves her Image here: 
Oh! could I yet her Heart recall, TG 
Before her Feet my Pride ſhould fall, 
And for her Sake, forſaking all, 
Fd fix for ever chere. a 


80 N o CLXXIL. 
' Apvice PROM ExPPRIENCH: | 
5 5 Set by Mr. Battiſnill. 
- Smile at Love and all its Arts, 
I The charming Cynthia ery'd. 
a 


ake heed, for Love has piercing Darts, = 
A wounded Swain reply'd. 4 


Once free and bleſt, as you are now, 
I trifled with his Charms ; 3 

I pointed at his little Bow, 
And ſported with his Arms. e 


5 Ta urg'd too far, Revenge ! he cries ; 


8 A fatal Shaft he drew; ;: 
Tr took its oy thro' your Eyes, : 
And to my cart it flew. 15 


Jo tear it thence, 1 try'd i in raids 85 
To ſtrive, 1 quick) found, 1 

Was only to ne dis Pain, 
And to enlarge the Wound. 


Ah! much too well, I fear, you know z 
What Pain I'm to endure ; Ee 

Since what your Eyes alone could to, 

Your Hears alone could cure. 


* 4 8 


G 
n RENTS 
r ** 3 n . K 
r 9 6 
Soy IS "TN " - OS. det A * * 8 als 
* 15 * 8 3 * 


a 


ju * aut. wid © Ty 
P eee oe 1 Wy e 2 
98 e 7 
ds —— — 
* —— — —-— TO R 
ny — 3 


Sy 0 * oe A 
* 8 
n 2 ; - 
rr 
== 


Aud 


* — - 


nd 


1455 


I doubt, is doom'd to boar 
A. Burden for another's Sake, 
Who ill rewards * Care,. 


8 0 N G cILxxIV. 


HAW! tell me no more of the Lily, 


You never can think me ſo filly, 
To match my Clarinda with thoſe. 


The Lily, all beautecul To-day, 


To-morrow will wither and fade: 
Pinks, Roſes, and Vi'lets decay 3, 
Not ſo, my: adorable Maid. $7 Ve 


Her Charms unimpair'd will endure; . | 
Bloom brighter and brighter each Days 8 


For Virtue and Candour are ſure 
In their Wee 275 "Ry aj 4 


£ e 


80 N G CLXXV.. 


- Set 57 «Mr, Battiſhill; 


By fooliſh fond Deſire betray d; 


AS tak*ſt my fair Tormentor's Part, 
And giv'ſt my Foe a Rebel's Aid. 
In Doubt I live: Diſtracting Pain, 
And Fear and Hope divide my Breaſt; 
Ewiſh, unwiſh, and wiſh again, 7 
Nor with her, mw without her, bleſt. 
as / 


Aud that, (grant Heaven 1 may ee j 


. CLARINDA. Set by Mr. Battiſhill, a | 


The Vi'let, Carnation, and Roſe; 


3 


A Love Rnars0Dr. . 


LAS! my Heart, my doating Heart, : 


| | 
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Why doſt thou mix wit 


tu. 


Oh . tell me, Cupid, wanton Boy, : 

Thou Source of ev'r W A 
Pein . 

And various Paſſions thus ige ; Wo 

Sa when the Soul in Rapture ſtrays, 

"Deluded with its eaſy Thrall, 

Oh ! Love, does this thy Triumph raiſe, 

To os the pleaſing Cup-with Gall? 


| 8 ON G CLXXVL | 
The INaMORATA.. Sex &y. Mr. il. 


S Cleora then my own? 
Oh, the Joy beyond Sxpreſiing! 

Fickle Fortune, ſmile or frown,, _ 

Still I'm happy, her poſſeſſing. 


Deck'd with each bewitching Charm, 
 Ev'ry Look and Motion's taking; 
She © has why bg the Dead might warm. z | 
e talks, an Angel's t 

| Pie from Ialian Groves 
Hither come, ye miles and Gliaces, 

With a Thouſand little Loves TO 
To aſſiſt our fond Embraces. 


Haſte, the downy Couch __ | 


All unwelcome Gueſts retreati 
Baniſh Noiſe, and Pain and Care, 


Pleaſure only leave in Waiting. 


- $06 CLXXVEL 
Love's EL BOY. Set by Mr. Battiſnill. 
ARE WELL, Jaatbe, faithleſs Maid, 


Source of my Grief and Pain; 
Who with fond Hopes my Heart betray d, 


And fann'd Love s OY K {Fs 


Yet 


Yet gave from me 1 85 this: Ae, $$ 
: To Corydon's rich 1 5 

Who with ay Veſtments did adorn... $3206 
Thee, falle yet beauteous Fair. 8 


Adieu, my native Soil; ye Vales, © 
High Woods, and tufted Nt: 1 
dieu, ye Groves and flow'ry: De. 5: 
Clear. Streams and cryſtal Rills : | 
ieu; ye bring into my Mind 
Thoſe paſt, thoſe happy Days, 

When Tphis found Ianthe kind, 3 
And Pleaſure ftrew'd his Way. N 


Ere Dawn my homely Steps yl bend, 
Where diftant Mountains rife, © 
n Hopes that Reaſon there may end 
That Aid ſhe here denies. | 
That Time and Abſence may N N 
Her Image from my Breaſt, . 
Which, while ſhe there maintains a Place,. 40 
Can never taſte ol n 9 4 


* 
wi 


| 
| 
| 
| 


5 — ans CLAXVIIL. 
RETIREMENT... 1 
See by Mr. Battifhill:. 
\AREWELT: the ſmoaky Towny adien 
Each rude and ſenſual Joy ; c 


2 fleeting Pleaſures, all untrue, 
That in Poſſeſſion log. 


Far from the garniſh'd Scene L'II "HE 5 


| 


Where Folly keeps her Court, : 17% 


To wholefome, ſound Philoſophy,, 1A 
- And harmleſs rural Sport, 
| | 


' 
| 
| 
| 
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How. happy i is the humble Cell, 
How bleſt the deep Retreat, 

Where Sorrow's Billows never ſwell, 
Nor Paſſion's Tempeſts beat! 

But ſafely thro* the Sea of Life, 
Calm Reafon wafts us ober, 


Free from Ambition, Noiſe; 5 Strife, 
"FO Death' 8 erden Shore. | 


* 
— 
- 


s ON & CLXXIX. mes ih 
Love ous. GREATEST Mes; E 


Set by. Mr. Battiſhill. 8 0 
EPRT V'D of Love and all its Joys, 


In vain we boaſt Content ; 
All other Pleaſures are but Toys, 
Nor for the Heart were meant. 
Indifference to recommend. 
Dull. Reaſon, then ſorbearr 
Till you a Blifs have Pow'r to ſend. 
That can with this compare. 


SONG CLXXX. . 
; The-.PrRuDEntT LOVER. 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


UCI ND A once, my. Soul poſſeſs'd,.. 
And triumph'd o'er my Heart; 
Each Hour was tranquil, calm, and bleſs'd, 
"Twas more than Death to part. 
No jealous Fears intruding . 
No anxious Doubts t'annoy; | 
Our Thoughts, our Hopes were all the ſame, | 
All tht Love: and Joys. . 55 


5 157 Ji BE: . 


But ſoon the bliſs ful Scene was wen, l 
For ſoon ſne fickle prov'd, | 
And left the Shepherd to deplore- 
The Loſs of her he lowd;. © 
et think not that for thee I Srieres, | 
Or pine at thy 'Diſdain;.. , 
"here needs no Comfort to relieve,. 
Nor Balm to Heal my Pain. 


or when I think how falſe thou art, 
1 thank the Gods above, 
ho gave me Power to wean my ': 30 
From thy inconftant Love. 

Bu this, Lucinda, this e xpect, 

Rewarded thou ſhalt: ng 3 

Thou too, falſe Maid, ſhalt meet. Negledt. 
W hile L am an and fres. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
. 


8 O N & CIXXXI. 
The REMO NS FRA NO E. 
Set Ey Mr. Battiſhill, 


NGRAT EFUL Love, thus ev "ry "EN 
| To puniſh me by her Diſdain; 

You tyrannize to new your Pow'r, * 

And ſhe to n my Pain. 


You, who can laugh at human. Woes. 
And Victims to her Pride decre, 
On me, your yielding Slave, impoſe 
Your Chains, and leave the Rebel free. 2 


How fatal are your oiſon'd Darts 
Her conqu NR yes the. Trophies boaſt, + 
While you enſnare poor wand'ring Hearts, | 
That in her Charms {ape Scorn.are Ioſt. 


11 „ Impious 


c 
Impious and 3 e 
A Death, to wi me of my CF * 


Which ſhe delays, to make me try 
'The Fo orce of B n mm Deſpair... 


s ONO CLXXXIT.. e ag 
Loves II I ReqQuityD. 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


8 IN, hy. hopeleſs Fallot Mtb 
Perjur'd Celia loves another. 


G In his Arms I ſaw her lying, 


Panting, kiſling, , trembling, dying; 


There the fair Deceiver ſwore, ̃ 


As ſhe did to you before. 


Oh! ſaid you, when ſhe deceives me, 


When that conſtant Creature leaves me,, 
, Waters back ſhall fly, 


And leave their 0ozy Channel dry. 
Turn, ye Waters, leave your Shore,, ” 


Perj ur'd Celia loves no more. 


e G CLXXXIII. 
Sung inthe Maſt of ALR ED. 
Vouth adorn'd with ev'ry Art, : 
To warm and win the coldeſt Heart, by 
In ſecret mine poſſeſt, 1 
Ihn ſecret mine poſſeſt: 
The Morning Bud that faireſt blows, 
Ihe · vernal Oak that ſtraĩteſt . 


His Face and Shape expreſt, 
** Face and * 2 


[159], 


In moving Sounds he told his Take, 

Soft as the Sighings of the Gale, | 

That wakes the ; 'ry Zh, PORT 
That wakes, Sc. . 


What W er hereould chain with bann 
Whom happy Nature form'd to pleaſe, 
Whom Love had made fincere? 
Whom Love, &c, 


At Morn he left me——fought and eus | 
The fatal Ev*ning heard his Knell, 
And ſaw the Tears I ſhed, 
And ſaw the Tears I ſhed, 
Tears that muſt ever, ever all 3 
For ah! no Sighs the paſt recall, 
No Cries. awake the Dead, 
No Cries awake the Dead.. 


a0 G CEXXXIV.” 


4 favourite Cantatgs. / 


he DusT-Carm. . 


; RRCITATIVB. i 


He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paſſing by; 


In D ſt-Cart high advanc'd, the Nymph was plac'd, | 
With the rich Cinders as her lovely Waiſt 8 


Tom 


_ ith uplifted Hands th? Dec bleſt, 
nd 


hus, in ſoothing Strains, the Maid, pager. 
; FOB: 

Shia, while you drive your Cart, 

o pick up Duſt, you ſteal our Hearts, 

ou take up Duft, and ſteal our Hearts: 
hat mine is gone, alas! is true, 

nd dwells among the Duſt with you, 
dwells among the ** with vou: 


. 


— 


8 tink ring Tow thro” Streets biz Trade did cry, 


4 . Ah! 


9 
5 


— 


[56 I? 


f Ab! ! lovely. Sia, caſe my | EE 
Give me my Heart, you ſtole, again;; 
Give me my Heart, out of your Carts, 5 
Give me my Heart, you ſtole, again. 


g * RxcirATIVE. 55 
Sylvia, ad wine'd above the Rabble Rout, | 
Exulting roll'd her ſparkling Eyes about; 
She heav'd her ſwelling Breaſt, as black as Slbe, 
And look'd. Diſdain on little Folks below: 
To Tom ſhe nodded, as: the Cart drew on, 
And n. refolv'd. to ſpeak, ſhe cry'd, Stop, . 


AIR. 


Shall I, who ride above the reſt, 

Be by a paltry Croud oppreſt? 

Ambition now my Soul does fire; 

The Youths ſhall languiſh-and admire, 
And ev'ry Girl with anxious Heart 

Shall long to ride in my Nuſt-Cart, 

And ev'ry Girl with anxious Heart 


Shall * to ride in wh e Cart. 


8 0 N Go. CLAXXV... 


Dver.. | 


67 h 15. Handel. Sung by Mr: Beard” and 11. 7 
VPoung. 


THEN Phoebus the Tops of the Hills does 
adorn, 
How ſweet is the Sound of the echoing Hin? 
When the anthing- Stag is rouz'd with the Sound, 
Erecting his Ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the Ground,. 
And thinks he has left us behind. on the Plain: 
But ſtill we purſue, and now come in e of the 
. mais e # ts 


& 
el 
N 


„ ww 


= 


1C 


in e how ag he rears up his' Head, 


1 now his Strength fails him, he heavily flies, 
= he pants till with well-ſcented Hounds ſur- 


And the Birds fing us. Love-Son 1 on ev'ry Waghz 
When Cowſlips and Daiſies, 


Adorning, perfumin 112 the flowery Mead; we 
| il Wy 


There we fit and we ſing, : 120 5 in a a Ring, 


When without the Plough the fat Oxen do low, / 
The Lads and the Laſſes a Sheep-ſhearing go; 

Our Shepherd ſhears his jolly, jolly Fleece, 
How much richer than that which they "0 was in 


[161] 3 


12 


a with Fear, he redoubles his OG 
oh ! ?ris in vain that he flies, 


5 his Eyes loſe the H untſman, his Ears loſe the : 
Cries: 


ronkeen he Urs, 


8 0 NG cLxxxvl. 


* in the COUNTRY LaASSES. | 
HEN the Roſe i is in Bud, and blue Vilets | 


blow; 


Daffodils ſpread, 


Our cleanly Milk-Pail ; 
Is 61d with brown Alf; 

r Table, our Table's the by | 
There we fit, and we ſing, 

And we dance in a Rin 

And every Lad has his IL. — N 


And every Lad, every Lad has his Laſs. 


| Greece! FE: 
Tis our Cloth, and our Food, REY NW 
And our politic Blood; | 
*F'is the Seat which our Nobiae all fie on: 
is a Mine above Ground, _ 
here our Treaſure's all GET. 
s the Gold, and the Silver of Britats: 


' ts 


| | 362 ] 
Tis a Mine above Ground, where our Treafure's 


| all found, 
25 Tis the Gold, and the Silver of Britain. 


* . ; 
3 eh * * 


8 0 N G CLXXXVIL. 
1 . the Oratorio of Sus ANNA. : 


"SKif y yon Damaſk Roſe is ſweet... 
That ſcents the ambient Air; 
Then aſk each Shepherd that you meet, 
If dear 8u/anna's fair. 


8 will the Vulture quit his Prey, 
And warble thro” the Greve? 
Bis wanton Linnets quit the Spray, 
Then doubt thy Shepherd's 2 f 


* Spoils of War let Heroes are, 
Let Pride in Splendor mie: 

ve Bards, unenvied Laurels wear, 
Be ne 8 hanna mine. | 


hy” i 
— 1 Fs 


8 ON G. CLXXXVILL. 
9 Set by Dr. Arne. 
He blithe was I each Morn OY 
H 


Swain come o'er the Hill! 
eap*d the Brook, and flew to me; 
I met him with good Will: | 
AX neither wanted Ewe, nor Lamb, 
When his Flocks near me lay; 
He gather'd in my Sheep at Niebe, 
And chear'd me all the Day. | 5 
Ob! the Broom, the bonny Broom, 
Where loſt was my Repoſle; _ 
I wiſh I was with my dear Swain, 
Wich his 8 and my Ewes. . _ 


1. 2630 


He tun'd his Pipe and Reed fo ſweet, | 
The Birds ſtood lift ning b 

The fleecy Flock ſtood fill and 3 961 
Charm'd 2 his Melody: Lo | 

While thus we ſpent our Time, by turns, - * 
Betwixt our 9 ks and Play, + h 

I env Vd not the faireft ame 
Tho eber ſo rich and gax. 

Ohl the 1658 5% Ic 


*. 


He did oblige me ev Ty Hour; 
Cou'd 1 Fr faithful be? 
He ſtole my Heart; cou'd I refuſe TY 
Whate er he aſk'd of me? + © © 9 9 — 
Hard Fate! that I muſt baniſh'd be, 
Gang hegvily and mourn, n, 
Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt SWuiin 
That ever yet was born, LY 
Oh ! the Broom, the bonny Broom; hs 
Where loſt was my Repoſe ; 
I with I was with my dear Swain, 20% 4 
With his LT ow my: Sos 


son G CLAXXIX. . 5 
ou at Vauxhall. Cet ty Dr. Arne. 


89 Sally i is the lovelieſt Laſs 
1. That e'er gave Shepherd Glee; 
Not May-Day, in its Morning-Dreſs, 
Is half ſo fair as ſhe: 
et Poets paint the Paphian Queen, 
And fancy'd Forms adore *_ .. 
Ye Bards, had ye my Sally ſeen, Lat 
You'd think on thoſe a0 e. 1 


Or elſe li 


[164]! 


No We prate of Hybla's Hill, 


Where Bees their Honey fip, 


Did ye but know the Sweets t it dwelt! 


On Sally's Love-taught Lip: 


Bus, ah! take heed, ye runeful Swains, 


The * Temptation ſnun; 
e me you'll wear her * | 
Like me you'll be undone. 


Once i in my Cot ſecure I ſlept,” 7 
And Lark-like hail'd the Morn; 


More ſportive than the K id I kept, 35 


I wanten'd o'er the Lawn: 


To ev'ry Maid Love- Tales I told, 


And did my Truth aver; 


Vet ere the parting Kiſs was cold. 


I laugh'd at Love and hen. 


But now the gloomy Grove 1 . 
Where Love-lorn Shepherds ſtray; 3 
There to the Winds my Grief 1 ſpeal, 

And ſigh my Soul away : 
Nought but Deſpair my Fancy paints, 
No Dawn of Hope I ſee; 


F or Sally's. pleas'd with my ths 


And aughs at Lave and me, 


* 


Since theſe my poor neglected Lambs, ro 


So late my only Care, 6 
Have loſt their tender fleecy Dams, | 
And ſtray'd I know not where: 
Alas! my Ewes, in vain ye bleat ; 
My Lambkins loſt, adieu! | 
No more we on the Plains ſhall meet, 
F or Jo's your Shepherd too. 


SONG 


5 > > Miu 91 FUR. PRs. oy 3 Rr Os 


| 770 - © While courteous Echo lent her Aid, 


1 5 * 165 1] 


ed 25 : 
gt by Miſs. 8 1 


Dawn of Hope my Soul revives, 
E: And baniſhes Deſpair ; 5 


i et my deareſt Damaz lives, 
Make him, ye Gods, your Care. 
| Diſpel theſe gloomy Shades of Night, 
VM tender Gnet remove; 
Oh! 3 ſome chearing Ray of den, 
[ And guide me to my Love. 
| Thus, in a ſecret friendly Shade, 
The penſive Cælia mourn'd, 
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5 And Sigh for Sigh return'd. 
f 


When, ſudden, Damon's well-known Face 
"log Each riſing Fear diſarms, 
He eager ſprings to her Embrace, 
She ſinks 3 into his Arms. 
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s ON 6 *cxer. 5 

be &y Dr. Boyce. The Words by Mr. Moore. 
OW bleſt has my Time been! ! what Days have 

TI known, ho 

2 Wedlock's ſoft Bondage endif Tel my own! 

So joyful my Heart is, ſo eaſy my Chain, 

That Freedom is taſteleſs, and Roving a Pain, 

TURK Freedom 1s taſteleſs, and Roving a Pain. 


Thro'Walks grown with Woodbines, asoften vetray 
Around us, our Boys and Girls frolic and play; 
How pleaſing their Sport is, the wanton ones ſee, 


And borrow their Looks b 6 1 Pet? 
aq borrow, Sc. . ny Wong 


. : | s To 
* 4 | 
| 0 
| ; 8 


_ * * a 


1 661 


To try her ſweet Temper oft'times am I ſeen 

In Revels all Day with the Nymphs of the Green; 
Tho' painful my Abſence, my Doubts ſhe beguiles, 
And meets meat Night wath DER = * 2 8 
And meets, „ 


What though on her Cheeks the Roſe loſes its He, 
Her Eaſe and Good-Humour bloom all the Year 

through: =) 

Time Kill, as he Kes, adds Increaſe to her Truth, 
And gives to her Mind what he ſteals From ker Youth, 

And gives, So. 


Ye Shepherds ſo gay, 3 5 * — 
And cheat with falſe Vows the too eredulous Fair; 
In Search of true Pleaſure, how vainly you roam 
To hold it for Life, you muſt find it at home; 
FO non! it for Life, 708 muſt find i it at . 


. 


8 0 N wn cxci. 
Sung at Vauxhall, 


INCE Suk: thinks mean her mn! Love t to 

5 deny, N 
Ind Pegg y's. uneaſy when Harry? s not by; LK. 
| 1 will own, without bluſhing, were all the Werd h, 
That Vilh's the Lad, the Lad for me, 
That Willy's the Lad, the Lad for me. 


He brought me a Wreath which his Hand did com- 
Where — Dale-loving Lil was ewin'd with the Roſe; ; 


Von — in 8 id the Border ineloſe. 


And Wilh's the de Lad for me, 
And Willy's, &c. 


* > | NE Oh | By 


1671 | 
By Myrtle, faid he, is. my Paſſion expreſs'd ; $6 


The Roſe, like . Lips, in Vermilion is 2 


And the Lily Whiteneſs would bf your 
_ _ | - "Brea 


224 Will's the Lad, the Lad for wm 
nd Will's, &c. 


} 


Theſe Ribbands of mine were his r 


My Mother look'd croſs, and cry'd, Fanay, beware! 


But d'ye think I regard her? Not I, I declare. 


And ps, HUN s the bas, the Lacks for 5 
And Willys, &c. 5 K 


Beneath a tall Ne _ en on his > 
I ſaw my young Shepherd; how ſweet was his Look! 
He aſk'd for one Kiſs, but an hundred he took. 
And With's the Lad, the Lad for A | 
And Willy's, &c. 


Then what can I do, O brut 5 me, 1 . 
When a Lover ſo kindly, fo warmly invades, 
Whoſe Silence. as much as his Language perſuades. 
And Willy's the Lad, the Lad for me, 
4 n 8 Big binds the Lad for m. 


8 0 N 6 cxch. 


Sung in Comvs. wh i 
: oi 1 FELT FaVE<H L 
o 3 was my Damon's Air! 
Like ſunny Beams his golden Hair; 5 
| His Voice was like the Nightingale's, 
More ſweet his Breath than flow? - Vales: : 
How hard ſuch Beauties to reſign ! 
And yet that cruel Taſk is mine; ; 
How hard ſuch Beauties to reſign!” 
a 1 5 * cruel Taſk is mine. 


; 


Alx. 
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on ev'ry Hill, in ev'ry Grove, 1 

Along the Margin of each Stream, 

Dear conſcious Scenes of former Love, 

UI mburn, and Damon is my Theme: 
The Hills, the Groves, the Streams remain, 5 

But Damon there I ſeek in vain; 5 

Fog The Hills, Sc. 


Fr rom Hill, from Dale, ach Charm i is fled; . 
Groves, Flocks and Fountains pleaſe no 
5 more; > if 
Each Flow'r in Pity anos its Head ; 5 
All Nature does my Loſs deplore: 
All, all reproach the faithleſs Swain, 
_ Yet Damon ſtill I ſeek in vain ; 5 
| All, all, Of. - 


Now to _ moſſh Cave I 10. 

Where to my Swain I oft have ſung, 

8 Well pleas'd t browſing Goats to Py EG 
As o'er the airy. Steep they hung: 

The moſſy Cave, the Goats remain, 

But Damon there I ſeek in vain ; 

The molly, Oc. 2 


5 Now thro? the winding Vale I paſs, | : 
And ſigh to ſee the well-known Shade; 
I. weep. and kiſs the bended Graſs, 

Where Love and Damon fondly. play d: 
The Vale, the Shade, the Graſs remain, 

But Damon there I ſeek in van 
The Vale, the Shade, the Graſs remain, \ 
But Dama there I ſeek in vain. 


iin 


H, 
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80 N G CXCIV. | 
Damon and SyLv1ia. 4 Dialogue. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


Ae. EA R > pid no longer my Paſſion deſpiſe, 
D Nor arm thus with Terror -thoſe beauti- 
ful Eyes, 
Nor arm thus with Terror thoſe beautiful Kees - 
They become not Diſdain, but moſt charming 
would prove, 
If once they were ſoften'd with. Smiles and with 
Love, 
* once. Bay were ſoften'd with Smiles and with 
Ve. | 


dhe. While Iwitha Smile can each Shepherd bade 

= Oh Damon, I muſt not be loſes: by you, | 
1 Oh Damon, &c. js 

- Nor fondly give up, in an unguarded Hour, 


'The Pride of us Women, unlimited Pow'r, 
The Pride, Ec. 


"*=&:; 


2 Tho Power, my Dear, be to Desde giv" n. 
Vet generous Pity's the Darling of Hear n, 
Yet generous, Oc. So 
Oh then be that Pity extended to me, | 
F11 kneel and e no Goddeſs but thee, | 
Pl kneel, &c. 


She. Suppoſe to your Suit I mould liſten awhile, 
And only for Pity's. Sake grant you a Smile, 5 
And only, &c. | 
He. Nay Pears not at that, but your Kindneſs improve, 
And let gentle Pity be ripen'd to F 
E And let, Fes © | | 
GH | T1 „„ 


— 


_ t ve 
Sbe. Well then, faithful Swain, Ill examine my 


_ 
N 
* 2 ——— —̃ © ee ů ů > * FIVE 
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Heart, 
And if it be poſſible, grant you a Part, 
And if, &c. 


He. Now that's like yourſelf, like an Angel expreſs'd; 


For, grant me but Part, and I'll ſoon ſteal the reſt. 
For, grant, c. | 


Beth. Take heed, ye fair Maids, and with Caution 


"Glove"; LY 
For Love's an Intruder, and apt to deceive, | 
For Love's an Intruder, and apt to deceive: 
When once = leaſt Part- the ly Urchin has 
gain' 
Vou'll ne'er be at Eaſe till the whole is ob- 
55 ain , 
Vou'll ne'er be at Eaſe tl the whole i is ob. 


— 


80 N G CXCV. 
Sung at Sadlers-Wells, - 


OUNG Strephon, a Shepherd, the Pride of the 
Plain, 


Each Day is attempting my Kindneſs to gain: 


He takes all Occaſions his Flame to renew ; 
I always reply, that his Courting won't do. 


He ſpares no rich Preſents to make me more kind, 


And exhauſts in my Praiſe all the Wit of his Mind: 
I fay I'm engag 'd, and I wiſh him to go; 
He aſks me ſo oft, till I rudely. ſay No. 


To 7. byrfis, laſt Valentine's Day, the dear Youth, 
I tell him I plighted my Faith and my Truth; 
That Wealth cannot Peace and Contentment beſtow, 
And my Heart is another” s, ſo beg he will go: 
” --: Fat 


to) - 1 


; That Love is not ha with Titles and Gold, 
And the Heart that is honeſt can never be ſold ; 
That Iſigh not for Grandeur, but look down on Shows 
And to 7. 22 muſt haſten, nor anſwer him No. 4 


He hears me, and, trembling all over, replies, 8 

If his Suit I refer not, he inſtantly dies : . ; 
He gives me his Hand, and would force me to 80; F 
I pity T Suff ring, but boldly ſay No. 


I try to/avoid him in hopes of ſweet Peace; | 
He haunts me each Moment to make me ſay Ves: 
But To-morrow, ye Fair.ones, with Th I go; * 
| . truſt me, at Church, that I will not uy. 


* 


| S O N "oY CXCOVI. 
Sung in the Mzrxenant of VENToE. 


O keep my gentle e, | 
; What Labour wou'd ſeem hard! 1 
Each toilſome Taſk how eaſy, 
Her Love the ſweet Reward !_ 
Her Love the ſweet Reward ! & 


The Bee, thus uncomplaining, 
Eſteems no Toil ſevere ; 

The ſweet Reward obtaining 
Of Honey all the Year, 


, 2 my all the Year. 
id: 


8 ON G CXCVII. 
Sung by Mr. Beard. 


H O has &er been at Baldoct muſt needs 4 | 
the Mill, 

At the _ of the Horſt. at the Foot of the Hill, 

| I 2 ; Where 
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Where the Grave and the 5 the Clown and the 
Beau, 


Without all Diſtinction promiſcuouſly-go. Lc 
Where the Grave and. the Gay, the Clown. and the 


Beau, 


Without all Diſtinction promiſcuouſly go. 


This Man of the Mill has a Daughter ſo fair, 
With ſo pleaſing a Shape, and ſo winning ah Air, 

at once on the ever-green. Bank as I flood, - 
I'd ſwore ſhe was Venus juſt ſprung from the Flood; 
That once, Sc. 


But looking again, I perceiv'd my Miſtake ; : 


For. Venus, tho? fair, bas the Looks of a Rake, 
While nothing but Virtue and Modeſty fil! 


The more beautiful Looks of * Laſs of the Mill; 
While nothing, &c. 


Prometheus. ſtole Fire, as the Poets all ſay, 


To enliven that Maſs which he modell'd of Clay: 


Had Polly been with him, the Beams of her Eyes 


Had ſav d him the Trouble of robbing the Skies; 


Had Polly, &c. 
Since firſt I beheld the dear Laſs of the Mill, 


I can never be quiet ; but do what I will, 
All Day and all Night I ſigh, and think gill - 
FT ſhall die if I have not the Laſs of the Mill; 


All Day and all Night I figh, and think ſtill 
3% ſhall die ae I have not the Laſs of the Mill. 


8 Oo N G CXCVIIL. 
The SrpiIxNING-WREEL. 


NE Summer Eve, as Nancy fair 
4 Sat ſpinning in the Sade, 
While ſoaring Sky-Larks ſhook the * 
In warbling o'er her Head; 5 : 
n 


(Love's Impulſe all muſt feel) 


o While thus I work with Rock and Reel, 


„ But get my Bread. by Sweat of Brow, 


The rural Toaſt, with ſweeteſt Tone, 


| Blyth Nancy with the bonny News 


35 ts] | 
Ih tender Cooes the Pigeons. woo'd.; 


She ſung, but {till her Work purſu'd, _ 
And turn'd her Spinning-Wheel. 


« So Life by Time is ſpun; | 
« And as runs round my Spinning-Wheel, 
„The World turns up and down: 
Some rich To-day, To-morrow low, 
While I no Changes feel, 


And turn my Spinning-Wheel. 


« From me let Men and Women too 
„This home-ſpun Leſſon learn, 
Not mind what other People do, 
«« But eat the Bread they earn: | 
«© If none were fed, were that to be, 
„ But what deſery'd a Meal, | 
«© Some Ladies then, as well as me, 
„% Muft turn the Spinning- Wheel.“ 


Thus ſung her witleſs Strain, 
When o'er the Lawn limp'd Gammer Joan, . 
And brought home Nancy's Swain: | 13 
« Come,” cries the Dame, Naxce,. here's thy 
« Spouſe ; „ 
% Away throw Rock and Reel: 


O'er-ſet her Spinning- Wheel. 


-- 2 


The matchleſs Force of Jenny's Love. 


[174 J 


-$ © N G- CGR... » 
Sung by Mis Brent, in the 793 Crew, 
See by Dr. Arne. 


Ne Woman her Envy can ſmother, © 


Tho? never ſo vain of her Charms; 
If a Beauty ſhe ſpies in another, 
The Pride of her Heart it alarms. 
New Conqueſts ſhe fill muſt be making, 
Or fancies her Power grows leſs; 
Her poor little Heart is Rill aching 
At Sight of another's Succels, 


But Nature deſign'd, in Love to Mankind, 
'That different Beauties ſhou'd move, 

Still pleas'd to ordain, none ever ſhou'd reign 
Sole Monarch in Empire of Lone. 

Then learn to be wiſe, new Triumphs deſpiſe, 
And leave to your Neighbours their Due ; 

If one cannot pleaſe, you'll find by Degrees, 
You'll not be contented with two; 


Ws no, you l not be contanges 1255 two. 


SONG CC. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


HAT means that tender Sigh, my Dear? 
Why filent drops that cryſtal Tear? 

What jeaJous Fears diſturb thy Breaſt, 

Where Love and Peace delight to reſt ? 

What tho” thy Fockey has been ſeen 

With Molly ſporting on the Green, 

Twas was an artfu F Trick to. prove 


499 1 


'Tis wot! a Noſegay I had dreſt ts 
To grace the witty Daphne's Breaſt ; 

But *twas at her Deſire, to try 

If Damon caſt a jealous Eye : 

Theſe Flow'rs will fade by Morning Dawn, 
Neglected, ſcatter'd o'er the Lawn; 

But in thy fragrant Boſom lies 

| A ſweet Perfume that never dies. 


0 SONG cl. 
An Ovs to Eco. Set 2 Dr. Hires. 


| : AIR. 
AUGHTER ſweet of Voice and Air, | 

Gentle Echo,. haſte thee here; - 
F rom the Vale, where all around 
Rocks to Rocks return the Sound; 
F rom the ſwelling Surge that roars — 
Gainſt the tempeſt-beaten Sores = 
From the ſilent moſs-grown Cell, „„ 
Haunt of warbling P Philomel ; 

Where, unſeen of Man, you ne, 

Que of woodland Harmony. 


| SENT INS, - | 3 
Liſten, Nymph divine, and learn | A 
Strains to make Narci//as burn; | WM 
Hark! the heav*nly Song begin 
Air, be ftill ; breathe ſoft, ye Winds ; 9 
Peace, ye noiſy feather*d Choir, 
While Dione ſtrikes the Lyre. | 

| AIR. 
1 8000 each Ee each raviſh*d Ear, 
Fix'd to gaze, and charm'd to hear; 

All around Enchantment reigns, 

| Suck the Magic of her Strains ; | . 

N 1 15 > = 0 
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drains which, if thou can'ſt but learn, 1 
5 will make Narciſſus burn. 
| RERCITATIVE. 
Echo, ſhould they fail to move 
His obdurate Heart to Love; 
Borrow, for ſhe well can ſpare, 
Borrow her enchanting Air. 
AIR. | 
Learn her Eaſe, and Elegance 
Of Motion, in the airy Dance; 
Learn the Grace with which ſhe ſtrays 
'Fhro? the light fantaſtic, Maze: 
Add a thouſand Charms untold, 
Should Narci/us ſtill be cold; 
Charms, the leaſt of which would move 
His obdurate Heart to . 


. A; $ONG Cen, = 
A favourite Sono. Set by Mr. Handel. 
18 E Men flatt'ring may deceive you” 
With their vain myſterious-Arts ;: 


Magic Charms can ne'er relieve you, 
or can heal the wounded Heart. 


But true Wiſdom can relieve you, 
Godlike Wiſdom from above; 


This alone can ne'er deceive you, 
This alone all Pains remove. 


1 80 NG einn. 
22h Set & Mr. Baildon, and ſung by Mr. Pearl, al 
; | Ranelagh, 
Pleaſure's ſmooth Wang, ng old Time 
ſteals away, 


And Love's fatal F lame leads the Shepherd aſtray! 


* 5 


5 


My Da 78, 0 ye Swains | were a Round of Delight, 


From the Cool of the Morn to the Stillneſs of Night: 
No Care found a Place in my Cottage, or Breaſt ; 


| * Health and Content all the Vear was my Gueſt. 


Twas then no fair Phillis my Heart cou'd enſnare 
With Voice or with Feature, with Dreſs or with Air: 
Sv kindly young Cupid had pointed the Dart, 


That I gather'd the Sweets, but 1 'miſs'd of the 


Smart: 
TI'toy'd for a while, then. I rod like a Ber; 5 


Bt {till all my, Song was, I'll ever be free. 


T was then ev'ry Object freſh Raptures did 21 55 


If I ſtray'd thro” the Garden, or travers'd the Field, 
Ten thouſand gay Scenes were dilpfay d to my 


Sight: 
If the Nightingale ſang, I could liften all Night; * 


With my Reed I could pipe to the Tune of the = 4 j 


Stream, 


And 0s to new Life from a pam Dream. 


But now, ſince for Hebe in ſecret I ſigh, 8 


Alas! what a Change! and how wretched am I! 2 
Adieu to the Charms of the Valley and Glade; 
Their Sweets now all ſicken, their Colours all fade; 


No Muſic I find in ſoft Philomel's Strain, 
And the Brook o'er the Pebbles now murmurs in 
Wm 


They. ſay that ſhe's kind, 1 no 3 Lee | 


On others ſhe ſmiles, but ſhe frowns upon me: 


Then teach me, bri ght Venus, Perſuaſion's toft Art 


Or aid me, by Reaſon to ranſom my Heart; 
To crown my Defire, or to baniſh my Pain, 
Give Love to the Nymph, or give Eaſe to the Swain, 


2 | ON 


4 aA A 8 8 R 
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s ON G cav. 
Damon and PRHIILIs. A Dialogue. 
Sang at Vauxhall. 


. H! 38 Shame on you, to ſerve a Swain 
| d! 
You promis'd laſt Lenin, you very well know, 
IT" 5 55 but till Cbriſimas, our Hands ould 
oin 
And "io — now, Phillis, why ſo un- 
kind ? 
Why, why, Phillis, why fo unkind ? 


| She. True, Damon, I promis'd—I own it— What 
then? 
My Mind has ſince alter'd — how faithleſs are 
. 
Vou vow'd to be conſtant, and yet t other Day 
You ſwore that young Lucy was ſweet as the 


ay, 
Sweet, ſweet, was ſweet as the May. 


Be. When Phillis grew coy, when ſhe left me orion 
And was ſinging to Colin beneath che green 
Thorn; 
Mad, jealous, and fretting, pray, who was to 
blame, 
If with Lacy I ſtrove to make Phillis the ſame ? 
Strove, ſtrove, to make Phillis the ſame * | 


| 93 Like the Bee that goes roving to rifle the 99 Fo 
— . You <> to each Damſel, to me you woul d H 


"8 


a 
He. 


7 


| 
Y 
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"2 Ik'd the ſweet Lay, for I thought 
But why does Paſtora ſo oft drop . Ter; 
Why, why, ſo oft drop the Tear ? 


From my Heart, let me tell-thee, I vroidly 2 4 1 | 


. eflay'd 
To conquer each beautiful, infolent Maid : 
The 2 they wreath'd at thy Feet are re- 


| This my Pride-—then | is Phillis e 2 


Then, then, then is Phillis unkind ? 


How frail the Diſguiſe a fond Lover would try! 
How ere the thin Snare that the Soul would 
y 


Hence, hence, with Suſpicion ! q away, from the 


Grove, 


And prove at the Church that Truth waits upon | 


Love ; 
_ Proves prove, Truth waits * Lover | 


 FORG ov. 


NAR the Side of a Pond, at the Foot of a 


Hill, 


n, A free-hearted Fellow attends on his Mill; 


en Freſn Health blooms her ftrong roſy Hue o'er r hisF ace, 


And Honeſty gives een to Aukwardneſs Grace: 
to I Beflour'd with his Meal does he labour and ſing, 
And regaling at Night, he's as bleſt as a King; 5 
je? after heartily eating, he takes a full Swill 

Of Liquor home-brew'd, to Succeſs of the. Mill, 


He makes no nice Scruples of Toll f | 
For that's an Exciſe to his Induſtry p ad ; 
His Conſcience is free, and his 1 is clear, 


ing, 
Yu 


1 


1 


Trade, 


1 


0 And he values not them of Ten Thouſand a Year : 
58 e 8 


9 


Ra He's a a Freehold ſufficient to give him a Vote; 
At Elections he ſcorns to accept of a Groat : 


4 1 


He hates your proud Placemen; and, do what they 
will, 


They ne'er can ſeduce the Ranch Man of the Mill. 
On Sunday he talks with the Barber and Prieſt, 


And hopes that our Stateſmen do all for the beſt ; 
That the Spaniards mall ne*er e our free 


Trade, 


Nor good Br:/;/þ Coin be in Subſidies raid: 


He fears the French Navy and Commerce increaſe, 


And he wiſhes poor Germany ſill may have Peace: 


Tho? Ol England, he knows, may have Strength, 


and have Skill, 
To protect all her Manors, and ſave his 0 own Mill. 


With this honeſt Hope he goes home to Hin Work, 
And if Water is ſcanty he takes up his Fork, 

And over the Meadows he ſcatters his Hay, 
Or with the ſtiff Plough turns up Furrows of Clay: 


His Harveſt is crown'd with a _ Engliſh Glee, 
That his Country may ever be PPY and free : 


With his 7 and his Heart = ing George does 
he f | 


| oy all loyal Souls act the Man of the Mill ! 0 


"SON G Cevi. 
Set by Count St. Germain. 


H! would'ſt thou know what ſacred Charms 
This deſtin'd Heart of mine alarms, 


This deftin'd Heart of mine alarm; 
What Kind of Ny wy fi the Heav'ns decree, 


The Maid that's made for Love and me ; 1 


The Maid that's made for Love and me, 


Who 


| Who joys to ar the Sich 13 „ 
Who melts to ſee the tender Tear, . 

Who melts to ſee, Fe” e 

From each ungen'rous Paſſion W 8 

Be ſuch the Maid that's made for me, 

Be ſuch the Maid; Se. 


| 
Whoſe Heart with gen'rous Prieddiblp: glows. . | 
Who feels the Bleſſings ſhe beſtows, . | 1 
Who feels the Bleſfin $3; „ | 
Gentle to all, but kind to me; Nr 
Be ſuch the Maid that's made for me, 4 | 
Be ſuch the Maid, c. 2 


Whoſe ſimple Thoughts, devoid of Art, 
Are all the Natives of her Heart, 

Are all the Natives, c. . 

A gentle Train from Falſhood free; 

Be ſych the Maid that's made for me. (ET 
Be ſuch the. Maid, CY 


Avaunt! ye light Coquettes, retire, WY 
Where flatt'ring Fops around i | 
Where flatt'ring Fops around admire : 71.4 
Unmov'd your tinſell'd Charms I ſee ;. doit nr nl 
More genuine Beauties are for me, 3 
Marg genuine Beauties. are for me. 


8 0 * G cn. 72 ted, 14 1 
Set by Mr. Howard. "The Wards by Mr. Garrick, 


N CE, more Tt tone the vocal Shell, 

To Hills and Dales my Paſſion ll, 5 

A Flame which Time can * 1 
. burns for 128 my Peggy. 


You, El | 


td! 
Fou, greater Bards, the Lyre ſhould hit? 
For fay, what Subject is more fit, BY 


Than to record the ſparkling Wit 
And Bloom of lovely Peggy? 


The Sun firſt rifing in the Morn, 
That paints the dew-beſpangled Thorn, 
Does not ſo much the Day adorn, 8 
As does my lovely Peggy - 

And when in Ther;s? Lap to reſt, 

He ftreaks with Gold the ruddy Weſt, 

He's not ſo beauteous as, undreſt, 

Appears my lovely Peggy. 


When Zephyr on the Vi'let blows, 
Or breathes upon the Damaſk Roſe, - 
It does not half the Sweets diſcloſe, 
As does my lovely Peggy - | | 
I ſtole a Kiſs: the other Day, | 
And (truſt me) nought but Truth I ſay 
The Fragrance of the blooming May 
Was not fo ſweet as Peggy). 


Was ſhe array'd in ruſtic Weed, 

With her the bleating Flocks I'd feed, 

And pipe upon the Oaten Reed, 

To pleaſe my lovely Peggy 

With her a Cottage would delight ; 

All's happy when ſhe's in my Sight; | 

But when ſhe's gone, tis endleſs Night, 

_ +» AlPs dark without my Peggy. 


While Bees from Flow'r to Flow'r ftill rove, 

And Linnets warble thro? the Grove, 

Or ftately Swans the Waters love, 
So long ſhall I love Peggy: 


And, | 


[7 183 1 „ 

| And, when Death, with his pointed Dart, : 

Shall ſtrike the Blow that rives my h 9 555 

My Words ſhall be when 1 depart, . 
4 my lovely Peggy 7 07 


80 N 6 ccm. 


LIL ING renewing, all Things gays, 
Nature's Dictates all obey ; 
In each Creature we may ſee 
The EffeQs of Love*s Decree : 
Thus their State, ſuch their Fate; 
Do not, Polly, ſtay too late, 
Do not, Polly, ſtay too late. 


Look around, and ſee them play; 
All are wanton while they may: 
Why ſhould precious Time be loſt 55 
After Summer comes a Froft. 

All purſue Nature's Due; 

Let us, Polly, do ſo too, 

Let us, Polly, do ſo too. 


Mark how kind the Swain and Last, 

Voonder ſitting on the Grass! 

See how earneſtly he ſues! 

Whilſt ſhe bluſhing can't refuſe : 1 3 
See yon two, how they woos  _ | 1 
Let us, Polly, do ſo too, Ol 1 
Let us, Pelly, do ſo too. „ 


Mark that Cloud, above the Plain: 
See! it ſeems to threaten Rain: _ — 
Herds and Flocks do run together, 

| HE Shelter from the Weather. - 
Fear not you, I'll be true 
Therefore let us do ſo too, 
_ Cherefore let us do ſo too. To 
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We Te ets. - 

S by Dr. Arne, and Jung by. Mr. Beard.” | 

OME, all you young Lovers, who, wan wick 

', b Deſpair, : 
= 3 idle Sonnets; and figh for the Fair; 


Who puff up their Pride by enchanting their Charms, 
; And tell them 'tis Heaven to lie in their Arms; 


Be wiſe by Example; take Pattern by me, 
For, let what will happen, by Jowe I'll be free, 
By Jove I'll be free; 
For, let what will happen; by Youe Pll be Tree. - 


| Feng Daphne I ſaw; in the Net I was caught; 
I-ly*d and I flatter'd, as Cuſtom had taught; 
J preſs'd her to Bliſs, which ſhe granted full ſoon; 
But the Date of my Paſſion expir'd with the Moon... 
She vow'd ſhe was ruin'd : | ſaid it might be; 
I'm ſorry, Dear, but by Jove I'll be free, 
By Jove I'll 1 be Fee, 


The next was young Ppillis as bright as the Morn; 
The Love that I proffer'd ſhe treated with Scorn: 
T laugh'd at her Folly, and told her my Mind, 
That none can be handſome bit ſuch as are kind. 
Her Pride and IIl- nature were loft upon me, 
- For, in ſpite of fair Faces, by Jove Pl be free, 
By Fove I'll be free, &c. 
Let others call Marriage the Harbour of Joys 3 8 
Calm Peace I delight in, and fly from all Noiſe: 
Some 1 to be hamper'd; ; (tis ſure a ſtrange” 
a 
And, ke Birds, they ſing” beſt when they re put in 
a Cage. 
20 SORE eee 's the Devil; *twas ne*cr made for me; 
Let who will be Bend- ſlaves, by Jove 11 be free, 
8 J Pll be pack Ee. ; 
'Then 


— 


838 8 NS EE: | 
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Then let the briſk Bumper run over the Glaſs,.. 


In a Toaſt to the young and the beautiful. Laſs, 


Who, yielding and eaſy, preſcribes no dull Rule, 


Nor thinks it a Wonder a Lover ſhould cool: | 1 
Be wiſe by Example, take Pattern by me ; Is ö 
For, let what will happen, by Jove I'll be free, | 
By Jove I Il be free; | | A 
For, let what will happen,. by Jove III be free. b 
8s ON G ccx. 1 
Yo CAN TATA, written by Sir Richard- Steele, F | | 
„ | n Set by Dr. Arne. | | | 
Sung by. Miſs Brent, at Vauxhall. | | | 
7 „ oo, I | | 
N _ Wretch long tortur'd with Diſdain, . ms 
That ever pin'd, but pin'd in vain, k 
At length the God of Wine addreſt, | — 
Sure Refuge of a wounded Breaſt, fol | 
Vouchſafe, O Pow'r, thy healing Aid, 4 
Teach me to gain the cruel Maid; | = 
Thy Juices take the Lover's Part, == 


Fluſh his wan Looks, and chear his Heart. 7 þ 
 ReerTarTive. Poe 

To Bacchus thus the Lover cry'd, CY _ 

And thus the jolly God reply d: „ 

%%% ls. . 
_ Give whining o'er, be briſk and gay, 
And quaff his ſneaking Form away + 
With dauntleſs Mien approach the Fair - 

The Way to conquer is - to dare. 5 

| 5 RECITATIVS. 


> « ö c * 


CY, ne Eras Pen 1 
g a 
* 


* «1. 


5 
Pac. 


The 8 the God's Advice; 3 

The Nymph was now no longer nice. 
⁵ʒF | 

She fila, and ſpoke the Sex*s Mind ; 


When you grow daring, we grow kind: : 


Men to themſelves are molt ſevere, 
And make us s Tyrants by their Fear. 


8 0 N G CCXI: 
Daun and FLORELL A, 4 Dialogue 


Sung in the SORCERER. 


IAST. m N Love, thine Eyes around, | 


See hes portive Lambkins play; 3 
Nature gaily decks the Ground, 
All in Honour of the May: 

Like the Sparrow and the Dove, 
Liſten to the Voice of Love. 


| She. Damon, thou haſt found me long 


L.iſt'ning to thy ſoothing Tale, 
And thy ſoft perſuaſive Tongue 
Often held me in the Dale: 
Take, oh! Damon, while I hve, 
All which Virtue ought to give. 


He. Not the Verdure of the Grove, 
Not the Garden's faireſt Flow'r, 
Nor the Meads where Lovers rove, 
Tempted by the vernal Hour, 
Can debe ht thy Damon's Eye, 
If Haun a 18 not by. | 


2 th 
Sbe. Not the Water's gentle Fall, 5 
| Buy the Bank with Poplars crown'd, 
Nat the feather'd Songſters all, | 
Nor the Flute's melodious Sound, 
Can delight Flore/{a's Ear, 5 
If her Damon 1s not near. 


Both. Let us love, and let us live 
Like the chearful Seaſon gay: 
Baniſh Care, and let us give 

Tribute to the fragrant May⸗ 
Like the Sparrow and the Dove, 
Liſten to the Voice of Love. 


GN e 2 4 
| | 4 CanTaTa. Le 4 5 
Set by Dr. Arne, and ſung by Mr, Beard. 
| | RECITATIVELE ES 5 +, 
E feſtive Board was met, the ſocial Band 
' Round fam'd Anacreon took their filent Stand; 
My Sons, (began the Sage) be this the Rule; + 
No Brow auſtere muſt dare approach my School, 


Where Love and Bacchus jointly reign within: 
Old Care, be gone! Here Sadneſs is a Sin. 
| | Alx. | 
Tell not me the Joys that wait : 
On him that's learn'd, on him that's great: 
Wealth and Wiſdom I deſpiſe ; 3 
Cares ſurround the Rich and Wiſe: 
The Queen that gives ſoft Wiſhes Birth, 
And Bacchus, God of Wine and Mirth, 


Me their Friend and Fav'rite own, 
And I was born for them alone: 


| Bus'neſs, 


of 


F 7. 


| Bus- neſs, Title, Pomp, and State, 
Sive them to the Fools I hate. 


But let Love, let Life be mine; 
Bring me Women, bring me Wine: 
| _ the dancing Hours away; 
: ind not what x Grave-ones ſay: 
Gaily let the Minutes fly, 
In Wit and Freedom, Love and Joy: 


S8o ſhall Love, ſhall Life be mine; 


Bring me Women, bring me Wine. 


'.,-. SONG; comm... 
| Jonnny and Jenny. A Dialogue. 
Set iy Dr. Boyce: Words by Mr. Moore. 


Be. ET Rakes for Pleaſure range the Town, 
Or Miſers doat on Golden Guineas; 
Let Plenty ſmile, or Fortune frown; 


The Sweets of Love are mine and Jenny” 5. | 


Mine and Jenny's, mine and Jenny's 3 
The Sweets of Love are mine and Jenny 8. 
Nhe. Let wanton Maids indulge Deſire 
Fo ſoon the fleeting Pleaſure gone is! 


The Joys of Virtue never tire, 


And ſuch ſhall ſtilßhbe mine and Johnny's, 
Mine and Fohnny's,. &c. 


+ He. Together let us ſpprt and play, 


Sbe. And live in Pleaſure where no Sin is: ; 


He. The Prieſt ſhall tie the Knot To-day, 


Ee She. And Wedlock's Bands make ohnny Jenny's. 


_ Fobmy Jenn s, Johnny Jenny" 8. 
Jenny. Fohnny's, Jenny Fobuny s. 


8. — Wedlock's Bands make Fohnny Fenny's. 
_ And Wedlock's Bands make. Fenny FR. 


* 


107 


We. Let roving Swains young Hinet invades - i 
The Pleaſure ends in Shame and Folly s | " 
So Willy woo'd, and then betray'd, 
The poor believing, imple Moe. 
Simple Molly, &C. 


She. 80 Lacy lov'd, and lightly toy'd, 
And laugh'd at harmleſs Maids who : 
But now ſhe finds her Shepherd cloy'd, 

And chides too late her. faithleſs Harm, 
Faithleſs Harry, ' c. 


He. But . to >ether, Sc. 
E And live in Pleaſure, &c. 


He. By codling Streams our Flocks we'll feed, 
And leave Deceits for Knaves and Ninnies z 
Or fondly ſtray where Love ſhall lead, 

And every joy be mine and Jay Gs 

Mine and Jenny's, Oc. | 


che. Let Guilt the faithleſs Boſom fight; 
The conſtant Heart is always bonny 

Content and Peace, and ſweet Delight, 
And Love, ſhall live with me e and 8 BE 
Me and Fohnny, &C. | i 


le. Together then we'll ſport and play, 
She, And live in Pleaſure where no Sin is: 8 
He. The Prieſt ſhall tie the Knot To- day, | 
e. And Wedlock's Bands make Johnny Jenny's | i" 
7 5 Johnny Jenny's, Joby Jenny" Bs 5 
He. Jenny Johnny's, Johnnys. Li £ 
5. Fs And Wedlock's =_ — John Jenny 8. 
He. And Wedlock's Bands make Jenny Fohnny's. | 


. ; 4 8 


[10] 
1 0 N G ccxiv. 
Ser and Written by Lord Middleſex. 


HEN here, Lucinda, firſt we came, 
Where Arno rolls his Silver Stream, 
| How briſk the Nymphs, the Swains how gay 
Content inſpir'd each rural Lay: 

The Birds in livelier Concert ſung, 

The Grapes in. thicker Cluſters NOS 

All Took'd as Joy could never fail 
Among the Sweets of Arno's Vale. 


But ſince the good Palemon dy'd, 
The chief of Shepherds, and their Pride, 
Now Arno's Sons mult all give place 
Io Northern Men, an Iron Race: 
The Taſte of Pleaſure now is o'er; 
Thy Notes, Lucinda, pleaſe no more; 
The Muſes droop, the Goths prevail; 
Adieu the Sweets of Arno s Vale! 


> 


SONG CCXV. . 
Written by William Whitehead . Eq; Poet Tannen. 
| Sung by Mr. Beard. © 


ES, I'm in Love, I feel it now, 
And Celia has undone me; 
And yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how 
Iauhe pleaſing Plague ſtole on me: 
is not her Face that Love creates, 
2 For there no Graces revel ; 
Tis not her Shape, for there the Fates, 
Tis not her Shape, for there the F. ates 
Have rather been uncivil, Het 
Have rather been uncivil. 


at, 


T5 


1 191 J 
is not her Air, for ſure in that 
There's nothing more than common; 


And all her Senſe is only Chat, 
Like any other Woman: 


24 
+ . "4 
v 


Her Voice, her Touch, might give th' 1 3 


Tis both, perhaps, or neither; 
In ſhort, is that provoking Charm, 

In ſhort, tis that provoking Charm 
Of Celia all together, 2 
Of Celia all together. e 


s ON CRN 0 hs 5 


5 by Mr. Howard. 


7 72 Beer our 80n ers raiſe, 

* ight by our Freedom Charter) 

And flow our brave Forefathers Ways, 
Who liv'd in the Days of King Arthur: 

of thoſe gallant Days loud Fame has told, | 
Beer gave the ſtout Britons Spirit; 

In Love they ſpoke Truth, in War they were bold, 
And flouniſh'd 24 Dint of ROGER 


Cuno us. 


Then like them. crown our Bowls, 
Our plenteous brown Bowls, 
And take them off clever, 
To all true\Zzg/;/ Souls, 


And Old England, Old England, for ever. 


Huzza! ! Old England for ever! 
Huzza! Old En gland ; an 1 


Old England, O 


: Husa f GE Eagland for for ever! ! 


[| 
. 
\ 
1 
} 
i} 


1 


The Glory i in Love, or War they won, 
By Fighting, Retreats, and Sallies, 
| Was from the Production of their o- n | 
Good Beer and roaſt Beef in their Bellies.: 
All foreign Attempts they did diſdain, 5 
*So fir'd with Reſolution; ; | 1 
Fier Liberty they'd bleed ev'ry Vein, 
To keep their own Conſtitution, | 


Cho. Then like them crown our Bowls, Sc. 


Like them let us fill, and drink, and ſing, 
Too all who our State areaiding ; £7 
To Commerce, that our Wealth does bring, 

And every Branch of our Trading: 

By Commerce all Grandeur we ſuſtain, | : 
That makes us a powerful Nation; | : 

Then det us agree, and with Vigour maintain 

Our Trade and our N lavigation. 


Cuonvs. 


1 
[ 
A 
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Then like them crown our Bowls, 
Our plenteous brown Bowls, 
ES. And take them off clever, 
To all true Engliſh Souls, | 
| And Old England, Old E . for e ever. 
Huzza ! Old England for ever ! 
_ Huzza! Old England for ever! 
Old En ax! Of „Old England, 127 
Huzza Old England Hes ever! 


SONG 


Us * 


8 0 N 6 Cx. . - 
Sung in the Do Dicarroriruinr, 


T7HEREVER I'm going, and all the Day long, 5 


Abroad or at home, or alone in a 222 


[nd chevy Paſſion's ſo un las, cans fit ay 8 


That 1 me, when I'm ſi 
sing * 2 Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Baltaamons Ora, » Ks of your de: Lips ce. 


Since the firſt Time 1 aw you I take no Repoſe: 
I ſleep all the Day to — half my Woes 
So hot is the Flame in my Boſom which glows, 


Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Vour pretty black Hair for me. 


In my Conſcience, I fear I ſhall die in my 8 
Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelim will ſhave, 
And grant the Petition your Lover does crave, 
Who never was free till you made him your Slave. 

Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, | 
Your pretty black Eyes for me. | 


On that happy Day, when I make you my Bride, 


With a Farr ub long Sword, how Pll ſtrut and ['l} 1 


In a Coach and fix Horſes with Honey Pll le, 
As before you I walk to the Church by own Side. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone C | 


Your little white Fiſt for me. 


JC 


By St. Patrick 1 fear it will burn thro* my Cloaths. = 
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- SONG coxvilt. 
Crmon and IrHOENIA. 4 Canes, 
Ser by Dr. Arne. Sung 9 M Mr. Beard. 


RECITATIVE. 5 


JE A R 3 chick G Grove, whoſe deep embowrin 
ed moſt for Love and Contemplatiqs' made, | 
A cryſtal Stream with gentle Murmurs flows, 

' Whoſe flow'r ry Banks are form'd for ſoft Repoſe: 

Thither retir'd from Phæbus 1 4 Ray, - 

And lull'd in Sleep, fair Jobi 2 . 
Cymon a Clown, who never dreamt of Love, 
By chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring Grove; 
He trudg d along, unknowing what he ſought, 
And whiſtled as he went, for want of Thought': 
But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping Maid, 
He gap'd — he ftar'd - her lovely Form ſurvey'd ; 
And while with artleſs Voice he ſweetly ſung, 
ane and Nature thus inform'd his Tongue. 


A1R, 


The Stream that glides in Murmurs by, 
Whoſe glaſſy Boſom ſhews the "iſ 
. Completes the rural Scene, 
© Completes the rural Scene; 
But in thy Boſom, — Maid, 
All Heav'n itſelf is ſure display d, 
Too lovely Iphigene, 
Too er Iphigene. 


: REeciTaTive.. e wor 
She wakes, and bark Joes Cymon trembling ſand 
| en ads the Staff from his unnerved Hands: 


1 25 1 
Bright Excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all Fear; 
Where Honour's preſent, ſure no Danger's near 

HT with gentle Accent, ſhe r 


8 


mon if tis you, I need not riſe; ; | 6 
5 Thy None Heart no Wrong can entertain: g 50 
f Purſue thy Way, and let me ſleep a 1 


85 The Clown, tranſported, was not lend! long, 
ng But Wa way * l his Song: 


; ©. ; "Pp - A n 8 5 2 
. 8 3 * IR, «4. ANALY FS ISS 


Thy jetty Locks, that careleſs | PE * 7.0. 
In wanton Ve, down _ Necks 2 ; 
N ky. Love · inſ 2 — Mien, 


= Love-inſpiring Mien oh 
ve; Thy: wellin — Skin of 8 151 
8 And taper Shape, inchant me ſo, ö 


(#0 


I div for SOR... o-n4 487 
I die for 1 e 


8 bh RecirarivE.. 

| Amaz'd, the liſtens, nor can ood Bok whence 
The former Clod is thus inſpir'd with Senſe : 
She gazes — finds him comely, tall, and trait, 
And thinks he might i ven his auk ard On) 
Bids him be ſecret, and next Day attend, 

At the ſame Hour, to meet his faithful Friend. * 
Thus mighty Love cou'd teach a Clown to _ 
| na Nature's YEE ſureſt as ſucceed.. 


© 2 ö * 2 
% * Ark | 


Love's a pure, 2 ſacred Fire 
Kindling gentle, chaſte Defire ; 
Love can Rage itſelf controul, 
And elevate, and elevate the Human Soul: 
1-2 7 K 2 ; Depriv'd 


2 


1 
I 


We taſte what 


5 « I 1 
| Depriv's” of hat, our wretched State 
Had made aur Lives of too long Date: 
But bleſt with Beauty, and with Love, bens fp 
Bleſt with Beauty, and "ae: wg FEE ds 


el 


* 


n u- e- 


80 N cer. 
; Set Mr. Gieen. - The Wards by Mr. Gay. 
\ ©, Roſe, erty ina, oy Boſom . 5 


3 ſhould T 7. + 
1125 happy ſhould T prove, 
Might I ſupply that envied Place 

ith never-fading Love, 
With never-fading Love! 


There, Pheenix-like, 8 ke Eye, 
Involv'd in Fragrance burn and die, 
Involv'd in Fragrance burn and die. 


Know, hapleſs Flow'r, that thou ſhalt fd 
More fragrant Roſes there, | 
More fragrant Roſes there: 
I ſee thy with'ring Head reclin'd | 
With Envy and Deſpair, _ 50 | 
Wich Envy and Deſpair. 8 3 5 


One common Fate we both muſt prove; 
You die with Envy, I with Love, 
e E. 1 with Love. 


01971: | 

£ 5 ald, gti "4 | 

80 N 8 c e 
Set by Mr. — OA. 


HE blitheſt Bird that ſings in May, 
Was ne'er more blithe, was ne er more gay, 
Than I, ah welk-a-day | Yu. | 
Tha I, ah walka-day lt wn non nnd Va 
Ere Colin yet had learn'd to e ar. VE 
Or I to gueſs. the Reaſon ys {4 eto nal 
Oh Love, ah A n 
Oh Lava . ere eee N 


We kiſs's, we toy d, we nei 1 Wen | | 
From whence theſe; fond Ria ences nw 28 
Till he, ah well-a-day! + 1 0 
Tall: hes $675 55, | bl 0564 
By Time and-other Sins ads a „ 
Began to talk of Hearts and . e 
And Love, ah well- a- day! 5 e eee 
And Love, Se. DE 


N | Naw now took Cal's Pa Part een 213411 
yes inform'd al Heart: $5 Wes 
"i Heart, ah well-a-day? - LEONIE T9, 293 N : 
My Heart, Se K 0 H 1 = 
Strait glow?d with thrilling Sympathy, | = 
And echo'd back each gentle . . 
Each Sigh, ah 2 VVV 
Each Sigh, * 3 7 8 


— N 4 


: * 


Can Lots alas ! Ss Words be won I * 
He aſk'd a Proof, a tender ene, Wel a7 
While I, ah well-a-day ! f 41 i214 af 
White £ ah en lit al 


hw * 
4 


| | ergo? 
In Silence blaſh'd a fond Reply : 
Can ſhe who truly loves deny? 
Ah, no, ah well-a-day ! 
All, no, ah as wack 


a — — 
—— apy hor Tron, oye dine 
a> 


= To 8 


* . of 1 e 
3 


3 
75 
1 

| 

i 
ö 
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4 
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'S$ ON 1 cERxl. | 
Ser by Mr. Howard. 7.0 


H Y heaves: my own Seen ah! 4 what can it 
5. mean? 
Why flutters my Heart he was once ſo ſerene? 
W hy this Ny Tani gwhen Daphne is near; 
Or why, when the's abſent, this Sorrow and Fear! 
Or why, when the” ee a this Ne, An Fear ? 


| Methigks I for ever with Wonder could trace 
The thouſand ſoft Charms that embelliſh thy Face: 
Each Moment I view thee, new Beauties I find; 
With thy Face I am CR but ekſlav'd by thy 
EP Mind, ; | 

With thy ace, Ec. 


| Untainted with Folly, unſully'd — Pride, | 

Ws - There native Good-tHumourand Virtue teſide: 
Pray Heaven that Vine thy Soul may ſupply - 
With Compaſſion for him who without thee muſt die, 

„ Wath N for him WARE without ag mult die, 


© 


$0 N G ccxx!l. 

4 | Ser by Dr. Arne. 

n OME, Ro/alind, oh, come and ſee 

4 | What Pleafures are 1n Store for thee ; 
The Flow'rs in all their Sweets appear, 


UN 
_ The Fields their gayeſt Beauties wear, 
3 The Fields their Rey Beauties wear : 


2 
ws 
— 


The 


* 


Petro LD the ſweet Smale moon! : 


n 


8 The joyful Birds, in ev'ry Grove, 
Now warble out their Songs of Love, 
Nor warble out their Songs of Love; 
For thee they ſing, and Roſes bloom, _ _ 
And Colin thee invites to come, 
And Colin thee invites to come. 


Come, Ro/alind, and Colin join; 

My tender Flocks and all are thine 
If Th and Roſalind be near, 1 
"Tis May and Pleaſure all the Year, _ 9 
'Tis May and Pleaſure all the Vear. | 
Come, ſee a Cottage and a Swain: + 
Can'ſt thou my Love or Gifts diſdain ? 
Can'ſt thou my Love or Gifts diſdain ? 

Leave all behind, no longer ſtay, 

For Colin calls, then haſte nf. 


ws 
** 


5 For Colin 1 1 * on 1 9005 


s ON coxxm. _— 
Set Y Dr. Arne. P 


* 


With all the bright Beauties they wear z 


Vet none on the Plains can be found, 9 * 


LY, ſo lovely, as Celia is fair, | 4 
as Celia is fair: | ay 


Ve Warblers, come raiſe your ſweet Throat, 


No longer in Silence remain, f 
No longer in Silence remain, 


Oh! lend a fond Lover your Notes, 


To ſoften, to ſoften my Celia's Diſdain, 
To 9 my Celia' s Diſdain, | 1 


K * vob r : Of 


earn 5 a 


Oft times in yon flowery Vale 701 1 
I breathe my "Complathts i in a TRI 

I breathe my Complaints in a Song; 
Fair Flora attends the fad Tale 

And ſweetens, and ſweetens "the Borders along, 

And ſweetens the Borders along. 

But Celia, whoſe Breath ought e. RT, 

The Boſom of Flora in 7 2 

The Boſom of Flora in 9 1 

Still frownin „ e my He 2" 1 

Regardleſs, regardleſs of all I can Ye 
Regardleſs of " Ican 1 | 


1 2 7 
"RE 


n cexxrv. «2 
HE Morning freſh; the Son in Eaſt | 

New gilde then fmi ling Day; *-* 

The Morning freſh, the Sun in Eaſt 
New gilds the fmilin 

The Lark forſakes his 4 Net, - 
The Fields all round ate gaily dreſs'd : 
Ariſe, my Love, and nd play and plays . 
Ariſe, 1 ede e, 


come forth, my 1 come forth, right 1 Maid 
And bleſs thy Shepherd's Se "Rs 
Come forth, Oc. pl 64 
Lend ev'ry folded Flow'r thy Aid, 1 
Unveil the Roſe's bluſhing Shade, - 8 OF) 
And give them ſweet W 8 £ 1 . 
And give, „ 5 1 A 9 


| Thy preſence makes all Nature ane, 101 
Thoſe Smiles your Charms i improve; 


Thy Preſence, * 8 
6 | „„ ok 
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\ [201] 
Thy. Strains the liſt' ning Birds 
And, as invite, rewar their Toi 
And tune their Notes to Lore, es 84 
And tune, c. | | 


| Beneath the fragrant — 
ng, TDhe Flow'rs in Wreaths Pll twine; 
Beneath the fragrant Hewtborns Tye... 
The Flow'rs in Wreaths Pll wine; 
E'er other Eyes ye Beauties ſee, 
Then on my Brows adorn'd ſhall be; 
Thy happy Fate be mine, be mine, 
1 happy Fate be mine, be ming 


8s ONO ccxxv. 95 wo a 5 


- 


jocxar and Jenny. A Dialogue. 


| She. TERN Winter has left us, the Trees are 
Ain Bloom, 


Id | Cowflipsand Vi'lets the Meadawh perfume z 


1 2 
„ - 


While Kids are Alpers: and Add All — | 


Spray, 5 
1 wait for my ackey to hail the new MM, 
I wait for my Tecke: to hail che new 


th, Among the young Lilies, my Jen, Pre fray'd; 3 


N Pinks, Daiſies and Woodbines, I bring to 
Maid, Jad; * 


_ Here's 


AP 14 form for m Queen of the l. 
A to form, 6c. F 


She, Ah! Fockey, I fear you intend abr : 
When ſeated with Molly laſt ads 0 on a Stile, 
You ſwore that you'd love her for ever and ay, 


| "IRR poor 3 6. 
Thy 1 K 5 


8 5 Forgetting poor Jenny, N . — 


Thyme ſweetly ſmelling, and Lavender | 
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© Wn, 969d e ar ee 


e rr 
E r y * 


" a ” YI 2 n 
* 7 r F 
Et. RS oe IV 
F e WET SA. wo 
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He. Ye 


= 


reſs, 


He gave you thoſe Ribbands that hang at your 


Breaſt, 


g Will i is handſome, in Shepherd 's green 


Beſides three ſweet Kiſſes upon the new Hay: 


Was that done like Jenny, my e 0 the 


May ? 
Was; that done like . dec. 


She. This Sulnd of Roſes no longer I prize, 


x 


Ye 


Ae falſe-hearted, his Paſſion denies: 
owers ſo blooming, this Inſtant decay, 


For Zaum; s no longer the Queen of the anole 


For SA 5 . 8 Oc. 


„Believe me, dear Maiden, your Lover you 


wrong; 


Your Name is for ever the Theme of my Pong: 
From the Dews of pale Eve to the Dawning of 


. -Da 


* 
F ſing but of 7 Fe Queen of the * 


1 408 but of * oy 


. 


he © 


"She! Again balmy Comfort with Tranſport I view; 


My Fears are all vaniſh'd, fince,, 


Then to our blithe Shepherds th 


_ = - convey, 


Zackey is true: 
News [Il 


That 75.5 alone y you've crown'd Queen of the 
| 5 That Jemy, o e. 


'P 


of ev'ry Degree; ye young Lovers, draw near; 


' Avoid all* Puipicion,” whate' er may appear 3 


bels 


es 
N 


=*% 
F'3 


Lacs 1 


Believe not your er, if your Peace, G 
"betray 2. * 
Then come, my dear Jem, and hail the new 
May, 
Then _ my ns, Ee. „ 94 | 
e Beth. Of ev gree, ye young Lovers, ded near; 
Avoid al S0 Suſpicion, whate er may appear; 
bs 1 not your Eyes, if yOu” Jp 1 
| tray: | 
Then come, my dear Fockey, and hail the ew | 


8 * lay, 
15 They come, . coar Jenny, and bail e new 
bar gf 3 
) Fes Tor 
oy 0 N 6 cexxvl. N 
you "i in the Maſe of Fe Le 1 
| HEN Britain firſt, at Heav'n's Command, 
'S Aroſe from out the azure Main, | | 
+ Arole, e Es: 
| This was the Charter, the Cares of the Land, 
And Guardian Angels ſung the Strain: 
Role, Britannia, Britannia, rule the Moves, 


For Britons never will be Slaves. 


rue: The Nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 

PI Muſt, in their Turns, to Tyrants fall, | 
Muſt in, Oe. : 
f the WW Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh great and free, 


The Dread and Envy of them all, 4 rs 2 3 


, | Rules Britannia, &c, 1 24 * L ar 45 Y 


Sil more majeſtic ſhalt-thou' file, 1 qo er 1 
More dreadful from each borders Strok 55 
lere Wer Si | 

17 0 | + 4 


* 3 1 bs . K 


toned 


A the loud-Blaſt that tears the- OY my: 
| Serves but to root thy native e 
Rule, Britannia, cc. 


l bee haughty Tyrants 8 ſhall tame z 
All their Attempts to bend thee down, | 5 
All cheir, Ce. | = AF e 
Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous Flame, | | 
And work their Woe, and thy Renown. 21 | 
| Rule, Britannia, & . 5 | 


To thee belongs the rural Reien, ; | 
Thy Cities ſhall with Commerce thine, . 
Thy Cities, &c. | | N 

All ine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubject Main, 
And ev'ry Shore it circles, thine, 

Kule, Britannia, Kc. 

The Muſes, ſtill with Prone 3 e 
Shall to thy happy Coaſt . 
Shall to thy happy Coaſt repair; , 

Bleſs'd Ifle ! with Beauties, with matchleſs Beauto 

. _rtown'd, 

And manly Hearts unnd the Fair. 

Nule, tanmia, Britannia, rule the Waxes, 
For Britons never will be Slaves. hs 


s ON 0 RR | 
| Lovys IN LOW LIFE. 


you ov N G Fockey he courted ſweet Mo fo far; ; 28 
The Laſs ſhe was lovely, the Swain debonair: _ 


They 7 on and they. cuddled, and talk'd wid "a 


And look'd, as ; alt Lovers do, wonderful wiſe. 
4. 1 beg. 


Fd 


A Fortni e ee 
At length ſhe conſente E. ty Vow; 


| $arprin't at this Treatment, the cali, ht Tock, 
| Quoth he, Gooſe, come on! why you now are my 


[ 205 } 


came tas 7's 
(For ens a Decency pr when they woo:) 


And Fockey he gave, for a N 0 bis Cow. 


They pannell'd their Dobbins, and rode to the Fate, q 
Still kifbng and fondling until they came there: 
They call'd. on the Parſon, and by him were ae 
And Maggy ihe toak her dear Foc key to Bed, 


They ftaid there a Week, as the Neighbours att * 
And none were ſo 1 and gameſome, as they: 
Then home they return d, but return'd moſt me.” 
For Fockey pas ig on, and left Maggy behind. 


Pray what is the Reaſon that Moggy you mock ? 


Bride; | 
And when Volk are wed, they ſet Fooling ak” / 


He took home his Maggy, good Conduct to learn, |} 

Who bruſh'd up the Houſe, while he thatch'd ts. i 
old Barn; 

They laid in a Stock for the Cares that enſue, 

And now live Man and Wife I es do. 


2 s 0G ccxxVIII. 
; 1 by Mrs. Clive; | N 
Tow brim-full of nothingꝰs the Life of a Bean? . 
1 2 Nee to ink of, they've nothing 


And — * = talk of, — nothing ber l 
Such, fach* 1s the Life of a Beau, 


Such, ſuch, 3 is the 2 a 
1% 


__ 4 
Wh 


1 Forubthit ng they „ ile but to-draw the freſh Air; 


Sach, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau. 


Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau, 


1 0 s ON COXXIX.. * 


"Tbs 


Spend the Morning in nothing, but curling their Hair; 
And do nothing all Day, but ſing, ſaunter and 423 
Such, ſuch, is 5 Li of a Beau, | 


For nothing, at Night, to the Play-Houſe 85 8 
Fo mind nothing done there, they always are proud; 
But to bow, and to prin, and talk —_— aloud : © 
Such, ſuch, is de Tit J)) + rn 
Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau, 


For locking they run to th* Aſſembly 62 Ball ; 

And for nothing, at Cards, a fair Partner they n; 
For they ſtill muſt be baſted, who've e at all 
Such, fuch, is the Life of a Beau, 


Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau. 5 


For nothing, on Sundays, at Church they appear ; z. 
They have nothing to hope for, and nothing to fear: 
They can be nothing no where, who nothing are n 


Such, ſuch, is the Life 1 a "Ron, | ' : 


Set „ * Arne. The Words by Mr. Prior, 


8 Chloe came into the Room Yother Day, 
I 4 began, Where ſo long could you ſtay? 
In your Life-time you never regarded your Hour; 
You promis'd at Two, but—look, Child! ?tis- Four 
A Lady's Watch needs neither Figures or Wheels; 
Tis enough that tis loaded with Baubles and Seals: : 


A Temper ſo heedleſs no Mortal can bear. — 


Thus far I went on with a reſolute Air, | ; 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute Air. 8 
4%; | . 


25 A, N ; 
Sw] - 


Lord, bleſs me! ſays. ſhe, let a Body but ſpeak ; 


Here's an ugly hard Roſe-bud fall'n into my Neck: 
It has hurt me, and vex'd me, to ſuch a Degree; 

Look here! for you never believe me, pray ſee, 

On the Left Side my Breaſt what a Mark it has made 
80 ſaying, her Boſom ſhe careleſs difplay'd : 3 
That Scene of Deg I with Wonder ſurvey' d, 
And forgot ev'ry Word I deſign'd. to have ſaid. 


Sung in Convs... 


To yon 2 Bow'r repair, 
Where, woven with the Poplar Bough, 


The mantling Vine will ſhelter you, 


The mantling Vine will ſhelter you : 

Down each Side a Fountain flows,, + _ 

Tinkling, murm'ring, as it goes 

Lightly o'er the moſſy Ground,  . © 

Lightly o'er the moſſy Ground. 
Bultry Phebus ſcorching round. 

Sultry Phebus ſcorching round. 


Round the languid Herds, and Sheep, _ 
Stretch'd a'er funny Hillocks, fleep; of 4 ad 
While on the Hyacinth and Roſe 
The Fair does all alone repoſe 
The Fair does all alone repoſe 
All alone; yet in her Arms + 1 
Vour Breaſt ſhall beat to Love's Alarms, 
Till, bleſt and bleſſing, you ſhall own, 
The Joys of Love are ſoys alone, 


Ihe Joys of Love are Joys alone. 


SONG 


IX 7OULD you tafte the Noon-tide Alr, 
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$0 NG CcxxxT. 
Sun in Couus. 


IHE wanton God. 1 Wears, | 
in Gall his 3 Darts; 
L. 


diſdains to p 
Who bathes the Wound wi roly Wine, 
Roſy Wine, rote Wine, 
Who bathes the Wound with voſy Wine. 
© Farewel Lovers when they're dey'd, 


If I am ſcorn'd becauſe enjoy d; 
Sure the ſqueamiſh Fops are free - | 


To rid ns of dnl? Op — 
Sure they're free, ſure 4 free, 
To rid me of dull CY. „ 
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They have Charms, whilſt mine can pleaſe ; 
I love them much, but more my Eaſe : 
No jealous Fears my Love moleſt, - 
Nor faithleſs Vows ſhall break my Reſt, 
Break my Reſt, break my Reſt; 

Nor faithleſs Vows ſhall break wy 2 


Why mould they Cer give me Fain, 
Who to give me Joy A | 

All I hope of mortal Man, 

Is to love me while he can, 

While he can, while he can ; 

Is to love me woo he can. 


8 ON G 


1 


80 0 N 6 cxxxII. | 
* 1 in ; Couvs, 5 Mr. Beard. 


OW Phanbus finketh in the Welt, 
Welcome Song, and welcome jet * 
Midnight Shouts a Rerelry. 1 85 
Tipſy Dance, and Jollit : =— 
Braid your Locks with 20 Twine, 


Dropping Odours, dropping Was abit 
Braid your Locks with roſy 'Twane, 
Dropping Oden ar r e EO e 


Rigour now is gone to Bed, 

And Advice with ſcrup'lous Head 3 
Strict Age, and ſour Severity, 22 55 „ 
With their grave Saws in Slumber ke, e 
With their gon n, r . lie, FOE. 


g {Ra * e ' - 


s ON RxxxII. bi od E- 
Sung in Couus. „„ | 
RE the gaily -circlin, Glaſs es „ | , 


We can PA how Minutes PP. a Pri l 
By the hollow Caſk are told V N 
How the waning Night grows old, . 
How the waning ie Fl grows old: 
Soon, too ſoon, the buſy Da 
Drives us from our Sport Hr guy: 
What have we with Day to do???” 
Sons of Care, twas made for you, 
Sons of N 'twas made for you, 


e 


[20] 


s 0 N G CCXxXIV. 
Ser by Mr. Howard. Sung by Mr. Lowe. | 


H E new-flown Birds che — ang, 
And welcome in the May; | 

Come; Paſtorella, now the Spring . "i Bf 
| Makes ev'ry Landſkip gay: „„ 
Wide-ſpreading Trees their leafy Shade 

O'er half the Plain extend, | 
Or, in Teftecting Fountains play'd, | 

Their quiy*ring Branches bend; 
Or, in rehefing Fountains play d, 

Their quiv'ring e bend. 


* 


be taſte the Seaſon i in its rie, 


| And bleſs the rifing Year; _ 
Us Oh ! how, my Soul —— ſick of Time, i 
{ | Till thou, m = Love, appear E 
4 Then ſhall I 1 the gladiome —5 Ke 

: Warm in thy Beauty's Shine, 


When thy Nos Flock mall feed and play, 
And intermix with mine, 5 
And intermix, GSS. 


For thee, of Doves a Milk-white Pair 

In Silken Bands I hold; : 5 

For thee a firſtling Lambkin A | 
I keep within the Fold : | . 5 

If Milk-white Doves Acceptance meet, , 

Or tender, Lambkins , pleaſe, 8 
My {potlelgghteart, without Deceit, 
Be offer'd up with theſe, _ 

Be offer'd up with theſe, 


<< ca. TT, 


* 


— | 
* 5 
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- 8 0 N G. ccxxxV. | 
Set by ts: Arne. | Sung in THOMAS Jo n 


HE echoin ng Horn calls the Sportſmen abroad; 
I0 Horle, my brave Boys, and away; 
The Morning is up, and the Cry of the — 
Upbraids our too tedious Delay: _ 

What Pleaſure we find in purſuing the Fox! 
O'er Hill, and o'er Valley, he flies: 

Then follow ; we'll ſoon overtake an 4 
The Traitor i is ſeiz'd on, and dies. N 


Triumphant returning at Night with the Spoil, 
Like Bacchanals, leg &.20 and gay, a 
How ſweet with a Bottle . Laſs wp refreſh, 6” : 
And loſe the Fatigues of the Da + 
With Sport, Love, and Wine, Pex 4. Fortune defy ; 4 
Dull Wiſdom all Happineſs ſours: > 
Since Life is no more than a Paſſage at beſt, - 
Let's "Re the mays over. ene low” rs. 


8 0 N ch CCXXXVI.. 
Set 2 Dr. Pepuſn. Words by Mr. Hoghes, | i 


RRCITATIVEB. 


E £1 from the Glent Grove A , 
And ſeeks with ev'ry pleaſing Art 
To eaſe the Pain which lovely Eyes 
Created i in his Heart: 
To ſhining Theatres he now repairs, 
To learn Camilla's moving Airs, 
Where thus to Muſic's Por T 1 Swell aeg | 
his Pray'rs., 


: SES ES 4 
X | 8 9 | 
G 3 — | * . 


— 


a] 


| 8 ArR. 1 5 
Charming Sounds, chat ſweetly 1 ” 
Muſic, compoſe my Anguiſh!. 
" Evry Paſſion yields to thee, 
Exv'ry Paſſion yields to thee : 
heb, uickly then relieve me, 
c hal no more deceive me; 
Il to ſprighther Joys be free, 
Tib'es e 8 
Nueir are. 


* "EM the fooliſh Swain; | 

| He knew, when Daphne once he esd, 
=. How weak, t'aſſuage an am'rous Pain, ; 
= His own harmonious Voice had prov'd, | 
And all bis healing Herbs how vain : 

Then thus he ſtrikes the ſpeaking . 
Preluding t to his Voice, and ſings, 


Alk. 
Sounds; tho? 33 th ls thee ; f 
Do not, rd, then deceive theez \ 
Muſic is the Voice of Love, ! 
M.uſic is the Voice of Love: A 
If the tender Maid believe thee, 8: 
Soft Relenting, kind Conſenting, / | 1 
Will alone thy Pain remove, © y 
Will alone thy Pain remove. 8 


8 ON G CCXXXVIL. 
Sung in the Serenata of SoLomon. 
ELL me, lovely Shepherd, where 
Thou feed'ft at og thy fleecy Comms 7 
Direct me to the ſweet Retreat | 
That * thee from the Mid- day Heat 3 


Leſt 


Tag] 


A 0 4 102 075 8 vo | 


' Without a Guide, an my Way: 
Where reſt at Noon thy bleating Care, 65 
G * tell me where. 25 1 


SONG cœxxxvnI. 


pr”. and SALLY. Set by Dr. Arne. 
J HEN I was a yang nas, ws oj | 


like me ? 


So wanton, ſo airy, and briſk as a Bee; FER 


I tattled, I rambled, I ghd. and er 
A Fiddle was heard, —to be ſure I was there. 


To all that came near I had ſomething, to ay: 


'Twas, This, Sir and That, Sir— but ſcarce ever ; 


| Nay 3 
And, Wr dreſs'd out in my Silks and my Lace, 
I warrant I ſtood by the beſt in the Place. 


At Twenty I got me a Huſband, poor Man! 5 . 


Well reſt him We all are as good as we can; 
Yet he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for Straws, 


And Jealous — tho truly I gave him ſome Cauſe, 


" 


EW 


He ſnubb'd me, and huff d me, but let me alone: \ 


Egad! I've a Tongue, and I paid him his own; _ 


tow'rd, 
Stand firm to your Charter, and have the laſt Word, | 


ut now I'm quite alter'd, the more to my Woe; 
Em not what I was forty Summers 


his 8 a ſore Foe ; there's no ns his 


n FO eee 
Grown 


Ye Wives, take the Hint, and when Spouſe is un- 


1 rr 7,5 an Bro anye 


1214 


Grown old, ye yet I hate to befitting mum- chance; got 


F ftill love a Fune, though unable to dance; 
And, Books of Devotion laid by on my Shelf, „ 5 
1 teach that to —— 10 once did rtf. 2 $4 


8 s ON G © COXXXIX. 
Ser by Dr. Boyce. In the Serenata of Solo -_ 


dar N his Face the vernal Roſe, 

Blended with the Lily, glows; 

His Locks are as the Raven black, 
In Ringlets waving down his Back. 


His Eyes with milder Beauties beam 
Than billing Doves beſide the Stream; 


His youthful Cheeks are Beds of Flow? yy, 
| Enripen'd by refreſhing | Show'rs. 


"His Lips are of the Roſe's Hue, - 505 
Still dropping with a fragrant Dew : 


Tall as the Cedar he appears, 
And as erect his Form he bears. 


Ser by Dr. wb,” lr. 1 


WY ERE I as poor as Wretch can be, 


As great as any Monarch, he, = 8 

Fer. on ſuch Terms I'd mount his — 5 Ye 
'd work my Fi ingers to the Bone. | E 
Grant me, ye Pow'rs, (I aſk not Wealth) - 
Grant me but Innocence and Health; An 
h! what is Grandeur link'd to Vice? Bu: 
Tis only Virtue gives it Price. ,  _ vet 


* 


* 215 3 
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82 by Dr. Arne. In ia, 8 1 


y fond Shepherds of late were ſo W 


Their fair Nymphs were ſo happy and T1 
That each Night . went ſafely to R Ren, 


And they merrily ſung thro” the 5. 1 
But, ah! what a Scene muſt appear! ! 
Muſt the ſweet rural Paſtimes be o'er ?. | 
Shall the Tabor no more ſtrike the Ear? 

Shall the Dance on the Green be no more? 
Muſt the Flocks from their Paſtors be led? bs 0 uf 
Muſt the Herds go wild ſtrayiag abroad? 
Shall the Looms be all ſtopp'd in each Shed, 
And the Ships be all moor'd in each Road 0 
Muſt the Arts be all ſcatter'd abroad, a 
And ſhall Commerce grow ſick of the Tide | ot 
Muſt Religion expire on the Ground, F 
And hull Vun ſink down by her ade? 


4 &! * 97 4 14 
4% * ? 


"S ON 8 cxLII. 
HSet by Dr. Arne. 2 

Met in our Village a Swain tother Day : 

He ſtopt me, and begg'd me a Moment to ſtay ; 3 
Then bluſh'd, and, in Language I ne' er heard before, 
He 9 much of Love, and ſome Pains chat he 

re:: 

But what was his Meaning I know. not, I vow; + 
Yet, alas! my poor Heart felt, I cannot tell how. 
Each Morning the Jeſſamine, Vi'let and Roſe, 
He brings me, and ev'ry ſweet Flower that grows; 
The ſweeteſt, and gayeſt, he picks from the reſt, 
And begs me to wear theſe fine Things in my Breaſt: 
But what is his Meaning, I know not, I vow ; 

Yet, alas ! ! my poor Heart feels, I cannot tall how. 


3 8 | At 


1 #61. 


«) f- 
+ 44 


. At my Feet the young Shepherd for ever I he, 


Proteſting he never lov'd any but me; 
He gazes with Tranſport, and kiſſes me too, 
And ſwears that he'II ever be conſtant and trees 


But what is his Meaning IT know not, I vow ; 


Yet, alas! my poor Heart feels, I cannot tell how, 


l oft ſee the Tears ſtreaming faſt from his Eyes, 
And hear him, poor Youth! breathe a thouland 1 


7 EIT Es; | 
He tells me, no Nymph i in the World is like me, 


Nor Shepherd alive ſo unhappy as he: 


But what is his Meaning 1 not, I vow; 
Yet, alas ! -my poor Heart feels, I cannot tell how, 


dee mage does the dear Shepherd to me thus complain, 
ſay that my Eyes are the Cauſe of his Pain ? 
Indeed ever ſince, his ſad Fate I deplore, 

And I wiſh I knew how he might ſuffer no more : 
Pl do all I can to relieve him, I vow, 
_—_ Ob e me but how. 


- 8 O NG ocx LI. ; 
Set 5 Dr. Arne. In Tromas and SALLY. 


IFE's a Garden, rich i in Treaſure, | 
Bury'd like the Seeds in Earth : 
There lie Joy, Contentment, Pleaſure ; 
But tis Love muſt give them Birth. 


That warm Sun its Aid denying, 
We no Ha 9 can taſte ; 


But in cold bſtruRion 1yi 
| * is 1 one barren al. 
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s ON G CckIl Iv. 


Se by Dr: Arne. deems 


HO" Ladie look gay when, of Beauty they 


And Miſers are envy'd' when Wealth is increas'd ; I 
f The Va the Mi oft kill all the Joys of a Toaft, | | | 


And 3 SA Wretch when he RR, for, the. 


The wh of the Great, of the Rich, of the Fair, = 

| May Pity beſpeak, but Envy can't move; Y 

__ ly Theagh, are no farther aſpiring, _ 
No more my fond Heart is deſiring, _. LO 
Than Freedom, Content, and the Man that : | | 


1 love. - | 
e COXLY..,...., 
Set by Dr. Arne. In Tous and SaiLY. ; = 
HAT May-day of Life is for Pleaſure, = 
For Singing, for Dancing, and Show; 1 
Then why will you waſte ſuch a reaſure | _ 
: In ſighing, and crying—Heigho N : 1 | | 
Let's copy the Bird in the Meadows ; 5 = 
By her's tune your Pipe when 'tis low: _ 3, 2 
Fly round, and coquette it as ſhe does, 
And never fit crying—Heigho ! 5 
T0 — when in the Arms of a Lover, 
metimes may happen, I know, 
That, ere all our Toying is o er, 
wa cannot _ crying —Heigho!- 
N e = * 
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My 


"Ts 4 


is Age ev'ry one a new Part takes; 
I find to my Sorrow tis ſo: | 
When old, you may 4 till your Heart aches, 
But no 95 will mi SY" Ee 


80 NG CCXLVI. 
2 Favourite — Sung & 2 ifs Wal. 5 


YMPHS and Shepherds, come away, 
Wanton 1 in the Sweets of May; 
rip it o'er the flow'ry-Lawns, © 


Wuanton as the bounding Fawns : 


Frolic, buxom, blithe, and'gay, 


Nn ** NN come 2 


3 ON G CCXLVIL 
Set by Dr. Arne, In Tromas and Sa LL v. 


HEN late I wander'd o'er the Plain, 
From Nymph to ee 1 ſtrove 3 in vain 
"My wild Deſires to rall ; 
But now they're of themſe ves come hoe, 
And, ſtrange! no 22 ſeek | to roam; 
They center all in i 


Yet ſhe, unkind, one Jams s.my "Pay 

And cries, I court but to deſtroy: _ _ 
Can Love with Ruin tally ? - 

By thoſe dear Lips, thoſe Eyes, I fad 

I: would all Deaths, all Torments bear, s 


Rather than injure Sally. 55 
Come then, oh come ! thou ſweeter far 


Than er and Roſes are, 5 
Or Lilies of the Valley ; :; 


O follo 


St 1 * 


Vail 


* 
n 
; 


follo 


i 65 219 15 4 
O follow Love, _ quit your Fear, 
He'll guide you to theſe Arms, my Dear, 

And make me 1 10 151 . 


% % oft x 1 An 04. 


big 


Set by Dr. Arms for the Welte n Mies r. 


E CREPID Winter limp'd away; 


Comes tri ping o'er the ſunny Plain, 


With Health — Pleaſure in her Train: 
She comes, and, lo! where'er ſhe treadg ,, 
Soft Cowllip $ lift their Velvet Heads; | 


With 889 rops white, and Vi'lets blue, Ha 
And Flow'rs of ev'ry Leaf and Hue. 


Hail! ſmiling Katia woo'd by des 
Town has no longer Charms for me; 


Sated with Folly, Smoak, and Noiſe 


I pant for calmer, purer Joys : * 
Lead me, ſome rural Genius, where 
The wanton, cool, and balmy Air, | 


Freſh breathing. Som Hill, Mead, me Gro, 5 


Inſpires Feſtivity and Lore. 


rs 
. 


Thrice happy Man, whoſe friendly Fate 


Affords a pleaſant Country Seat,  _ '* 
Secure Retirement, and Defense 
From Bus'neſs and Tmpertinence : © 


There he may ſtretch heneath the PPS; v2. 


For Eaſe and 2 made, Mam aud 


* 


And, neither Spy nor Whiſ 2 rer near, Jad oY 
FT 2021 bak 


Enjoy the Beauties of the 


Ex  CQUNGTCT 


Now youthful Spring, all trim and gay, | 


[2201] 


s ONO ccxLAX. 


— 


GREAT, 
RISE, Fer Meſſenger of Morn, 


For, long as Shepherds pipe and pla 
This, this ſhall be a Holiday. 4 = H xt 


See Morn appears; a roſy. Hee: 
Steals ſoft: o'er yonder orient Blue: 
Well are we met in trim Array; | 
To frolic out this Holiday.  _ 


Each Nymph, be like the bluſhing Morn, | 

That gaily brightens o'er the Lawn; 
Each Shepherd, like the Sun be gay, 
And grateful keep this Oy 


Wt 


„ SOM 
Set by Dr. Arne. In THouAs and SALLY; 


LL you who would wiſh to ſucceed: with a Lak, 
Learn how the Affair's to be done; 
For, if you ſtand fooling, and ſhy, like an Aſs, 
Yow'll loſe her, as ſure as a Gun. 5 


With Whining, and Sighing, and Vows, and all that, 

As far as you pleaſe you may run; 

She'll hear you, and jeer you, and give you ra, 
But jilt you, as ſure as a Gin. 


To worſhip, and call her bright Goddeſs; i is fne! 
But, mark you the Conſequenee, Mun; 

The Baggage will think herſelf really divine, 

| And corn you, as ſure-as a Gun. 


; n 


i 


” 
1 
— Mu 


- er * Dr. Arne. in the Oratorio bene, the | 


With thy mild Beams this Iſle adorn; 


3 


- : 1 2 
3 
© j p 
L. | : ; * ö | 


Then be with'a Maiden bold, rolie, and ſtout, © 
And no Opportunity ſhun ; | 
She'll tell you the bates you, and ſwear ſhe'll cry out; 
But mum — ſhe's as 5 as a Gun. 


; # 


Set by Dr. Arne. In Tons and W 3 
ReciTaTive, 


\ VAST! my Boys, avaſt! Rds on. 3 
Meſs- e. hat Cheer? Old Ae. mays 
once more, Ten) 
I'm  rhinkink how the Wenches will r. rejoice. Fe. 
Out with your Preſents, Boys, and take your Choice; | + 
Pve an old Sweetheart —but look —there's the 8 
1 e, K am and boy's bear wk. 4 


the Ocean, and 4 wing nab) 9 
Hy In Old 22 and we're landed once more; 
als, Your Hands, my brave Comrades, ande 25 5 
8 what Cher | 
For a Sailor that's juſt come aſhore * 


: Thoſe hectoring Blades thought to ſcare us, no doubt, 

that And to cat 4 and flaſh en $5, 5 
| But hold there —avaſt - they were plaguily out; 

a We have flic 'd them, and pepper'd them too. 5 


e! Then Cons my Hearts, Tour own Conſequence | 


OW, -1 by 

Yon Invaders ſhall ſoon do you Ri, ght; 3 al ; 

| The Lion may roufe, when he hears Ro dock cox, 15 
The But ſhouts: never be put in a Fright. | 


N 


L 3 i | You've 


222 


You've only to hoy: your e au 
Your'damn'd Party and idle Conteſt; 

And let all your Strife be, like us honeſt ren. 
Who hall fight for his Country beſt. 


A ſeafaring Spark if the Maids can affect, 
Bid the ſimpering Gypſies look to't ; | 
Sound Bottoms they?ll find us, in ev'ry Reſpect, 
And our Pockets well laden to boot. 


The Landſmen, mayhap. in the Way of Diſcoprſs, 
Have more Art to perſuade, and the likes. #4 
But ware thoſe falſe Colours - for better, for Grote,” 
Is the Maga we're willing. to ſtrike,” 5 
Now long live the King! may he prof] erous reig I 
Of * IN no pokes 2 K * 
May Britain's. proud Flag ſtill exult « o'er the Main, 
At all Points of the Compaſs diſplay d! 


No Quickſands endanger, no Storms overwhelm, $4 
Steady, ſteady, and ſafe may ſhe ſail; K 

No ignorant Pilots e'er fit at her Hom, bas 62 
Or her n of Sete ow! ! 7 


A] Lond ME. mow 

4 15 by Dr. Arne. In Thomas and Sai vv 
Us PICIOUS Spirits, guard my bee, 

In Time of Danger near him *bide; 

With out- ſpread bas around him move, 

Ad turn each random Ball afide. © 


And you, his Foes, theugh Hearts of Sowa 
Oh! may you then with me accord; 

A ſympathetic Paſſion feel, 
Behold his Face, and TY the Sword. 


8 ve 
9 A * ö f tt, 


2 


Ye Winds, your Vuwring Pa leave; 
Like Airs that o'er the Garden [Weep CR 
Breathe ſoft in Sighs, and gentle heave” © | 
The calm, ſmooth Boſom of the _ e 


T ill, Halcyon: Peace return'd once more, 
From Blaſts ſecure, and hoſtile Fam. m4 
My Sailor views his native Shore, 
And harbours ſafe in theſe a Arms. 
8 ON G CCLIII. Bo m4) 


1 


Write to true Britons, I. mean not the 3 Y l * 
But to Women of Spirit, to do all they can, 
To ſtand for their Rights, as they. wowed. For Ns 
T 
And prove to the World that they'r re true mene 
Wives. | 


Derry down, down, down, derry dawn. ; 


May each Girl, that wants Spirit, be wed to a Churl; 
Let ſuch be iofipid, and ſtupidly dull, 

Be grave, and look gloomy, till you can provoke 
Some Chat, that may end in an cin Joke. 


Shall we tamely to el ane Spouſes ſubmit; 7 
Who only find fault—why ? becauſe, they Wiebe 7 
When my Huſband turns Turks and can e 
no Soul, 
I'U be blindly obedient, nor dare to controul. 


«a 


Since our Men are great Heroes, and conquer their 
Foes, -- 2074 va WO 
Shall we Women want Contans one Man: to oppoſe ? 
Since our Sires, and our Offspring, oP e done 
. K 
ta s prove ourſelves worthy of brave 270% Men. 
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In A long paſt, from a great Eaſtern 
Th Agee lng were ſtrongeſt good Proof I can — 6 
Then if we, with a Brizifþ Ling plac'd on the Throne, 
Won't ſtand for our Rights, we deſerve to have none. 


Let's be Heroines all, and ſtand up for the Truth, 


Grave Matron, fine Lady, poor Woman, or Vouth: 


If we're wrong, let us own it; but, if we are right, 
Cry Freedom and Property with all our Might. 


Then all ac like Sarah, and you will be prais'd, 


Be never affrighted, nor ever amaz'd ; 


But ſtand for your Rights as you would for your 
Lives 


That your Huſbands may know when r ve 80. 


, W | 


SONG CCLIV. 


The Trurter of Wan, Simp by Mr. Vernon, af 
Vauxhall- Gardens. 


E the. Tempeſt of War 855 
Be heard from afar, | 
with Trumpets* and Cannons? Aleve 
Let the Brave, if they will, 
By their Valour or Kill, 
Seck Honour and Conguelt i iy Arms: 


* 


To live ſafe, and retire; 
of what I defire, © | 
my F locks and m Chloe ef 
For in them I 4 . 7 2 

True Peace without Pain, 


And the ies ha po Apo of Ret: 


"t 225 2 


In fome Cottage « or Cell. 
Like a Shepherd to . Mo 


: From all Interruption at Rakes 3 e 8 


a peaceable Life, 
To be bleſt with a Wife, - poo 


Whs will FRO her Huſband to pleaſe. 1 


8s ON. 80 cctv. 7 
The Saiton's ReTua. 2 


2 De. Arne. In Tromas and SALLY. | 


* 1 Fops pretend in Flames to melt, 


And alk of ow they never felt's Fr 


I ſpeak-without Diſguiſe or Art, 
And with my Hand beſtow my ä 


She, Let Ladies prudiſhly deny, 


Look cold, and give 7 theis bought the Lye ; . 


Town the Paſſion in my Breaſt, 
And long to make my Lover bleſt. 


He. For this the Sailor, on the Maſt, 
Endures the Cold and cutting Blaſt ; 


All dripping wet, wears out the IE 44 . 


And braves the F ury of the Fight. 


She, For this the Virgin pines, and fighs, _ 
With throbbing Heart, and ſtreaming Eyes, 
Till ſweet Reverſe of Joy ſhe proves, 

And claſps the faithful Lad ſhe loves. 


Both, Ye Britiſh Youths, be brave, ens find; 

The Braſh Virgins will be kind; 
Protect their Beauty from Alarms, 
And they Il repay you wich its Charms. 
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Tek rambled, I own it, whole Years, up and 


And ſigh'd o'er each beautiful Nymph of the Town; 
Such Fancies have plagyed gue that oft in my Life 
Pve been ready to ſtart at the Name of a Wife. 
But ſham'd from my Fears, that have oft broke my 
Reſt, þ | 5 


I'll try to be happy the reſt of my Life, 


| And weary with. Roving, bath cloy'd and unbleſt, | 


t 1 1 
. bl £2 N . „ + 
And venture, tho? late, yet at laſt, on a Wife. 


Then farewel the Jilt, and the Fool, and the Bold; 
I quit you with Pleaſure before I grow old. 

One Girl of my Heart I will take to for Life; - 

And enough of all Conſcience, I think, is one Wife. 


III ſearch the Town over, this fair One to find, 
Nor fickle, nor jealous, nor vain, nor unkind ; 


Whoſe Wit and Good Humour may hold it for Life; 
And then, if the't} have me, PH make her my Wife. 


"Tis, Time that the Follies of Life had an End; 
And ſoon, nay, this Inſtant, Pm ready to mend: 
What Wonder there'll be at ſo alter'd a Life! 

If you're wiſe, you, like me, will reſolve on a 
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St by Mr. Dilbsii | Sung Ly Mrs. W 


7auxh 
HE Lark Ahrill Note 8 the Morn, 


The Breezes wave the ripen'd C 

The yellow Harveſt, free from Spoil, ©* 
Rewards the happy Farmer's Toil'; - Ro 
The flowing Bowl ſucceeds. the Flail, r 
O'er which he tells the ie Tale. 6 
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Ser by Mr. weren, 58 by mY Vina Rady 
Vauxhall. 1 q 


0 w the Snow-drops life thbio Heats, 
Cowſlips rife from dewy Beds; 
Silver Lilies paint the Grove 5 
Welcome May. and welcome Love. hs 


; * 


| Now the Bee, with pliant Wiege, 857 
Flow'ry Spoils, unweary'd, brings; - | 
Spoils that Nymphs and Swains approve, 
Soft as May, and ſweet as Love, 


Whilſt a-down the flopy Hills 
Trickle off the purling Rills, - . 
Balmy Sweets perfume the Grove, 
May unbends the Soul to Love. 4 fox 


- Long the icy Maid ns, 5 
Nor regards her Shepherd's Sighs 3 
Now your fond Petitions move, 
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On the Fair that decks our Ille 
May N Grace, each Virtue, ſmile; 
And our happy Shepherds prore 
n 255 N Eafe, an 4 Nights 44 Love. 


ng; O N G cclx. 


5 ity Set by. Dr. Boyce. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall. 


HE Flame of Love fincere I felt, 
And ſkreen'd the Paſſion long; 
A Tyrant in my Soul it dwelt, | 
But Awe ſuppreſs'd my Tongue. 
At length I told my deareſt Maid, 
My Heart was fix'd upon her : 
But think not I can love, ſhe ſaid ; 


ol can't, upon * — 


The Heart that once 1s roving caught, 

All prudent Nymphs diſtruſt ; 
And muſt it for a youthful Fault 

Be always deem'd unjuſt? 8 
80 Cælia . 'd, fo — decreed, 
And bid me ill to ſhun her: 
Tour Suit, ſhe ſaid, won't here Geddes, 
It won't, aper my Honour. 


Too lon "gs I cry'd, P've been to blame, 
I, with a Sigh, confels ; 

But thou, who canſt the Rake reclaim, 
My new-born Paſhon bleſs ! 

Had ev'ry Nymph like Cælia prov'd, 
I could not have undone her ; | 

On thee, bright Maid, thou beſt belov'd, 
I doat, __ wy Honour. 5 


A While 


fag] 

A while the Nymph my Suit repreſo'd, | 
My Conftancy to prove, 

Then with a Bluſh Conſent expreſs'd,- 
And bleſs' d me with her Love. : 

To Church I led the blooming Fair, 
Enraptur'd that I'd won her ; 

And now Life's ſweeteſt Joys we ſhare, . 
We N vpon my Honour. 


$0NG CCLX. 


A Diapooue. Ser by Dr. Boyce. 
we & Mr. Lowe, and Mifs TAs at Vauxhall. 


| HE. 
aS TE, As ev'ry Nymph, a each Swain, 


to the Grove; 
For Venus is there, tis the Seaſon for Tania ' 
Obey the kind Summons ;z for, if ſhe's defy'd, 
Your ;Boldneſs ſhe'll conquer, and rin r N 


Sus. 
Oh hear me, ye fair Ones, nor heedleſsly run; 
The Path to __ 1s the Road you ſhould . "©. 
Fly far from the Grove if Venus be there; I 
Her Summons i is eruel, her Smiles are a Snare. . __ 


Hs. 


Sure N was never averſe to Delight; 1 
Where ROY ure is profant, . Fear ſoon takes ity: 
ight : 
Proud N ymph, if by Kindneſs vou cannot be 
wWwarm' 
Remember that Vena. her eee has . 


Sax, 1. 


[20] 
| | 25 v ; - Sug. 10 9 3 Fe 
J fear not his Vengeance, his Bow, nor | his Daits ; ; 
Tis credulous Folly that ſoftens our Heart: 
But Virtue's the Shield, thoſe Hearts can ſecure, | 
And * sa Sickneſs Diſcretion Can cure. 4 
A. | 
Diſcretion! [ WP Venus would laugh at the W 4 
If once in your Boſom ſhe kindles a Flame, 
In ſpite of yourſelf, you would hie to the Grove ; 
For Reaſon can't ſtruggle gainſt Nature and Love. 
SHE, | 
Go, leave me, Deceiver, let Reaſon ac : 
*Gainſt Nature and Paſſion let Fear turn the Scale, 25 


Born. 


Nay, Traitor, forbear ; Pm to Honour a Slave. 
9955 Faireſt, be kinder; ; to Loye. Pm a Slave. 


N * 


$ONG- - CCLXI. Jo oh 4940 
St ty Dr. Boyce. Sung 'by Mis Stevenſon, at 


Vaux | 
8 7. 222 reclin'd by her Side "mM lov'd beſt. 
NR a e her ſoft Hand to his Boſom he 


While ie RE he breath'd in the Grove; 
As the Bird to his Neſt ſtill returns for Repoſe, 
As back to its Fountain the conftant Stream Rows, 
So true and unchang'd is my Love. 


If eber this Heart roves, or revolts from its Chains; 
May Ceres in Rage quit the Vallies and Plains, : 
May Pan his Prebecdien deny : © * 
In vain wou'd young Phillis and 3 be kind ; 1 
On the Lips > another no Rapture I find; 
gy thee as I've liv'd, ſo ll die, 
- | More 


ore 


Set by Mr Worgan, Sung b; b; Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall. 
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| More 7 had he ſwore, but the Queen of the "Bi 


Young Jenm the Wanton, by chance, tript that Way, 3 
And ſought ſweet Repoſe i in the Shade. 
with 80 young Lovers, I tell the ſoft Tale, 
The Laſs was — the Shepherd was Trail, 
And forgot ev'ry ow he h made. 


To comfort the Nymph, and her Loſs. to "7 +8 
In Form of Alexis young Cupid drew nigh, 
Of Shepherds-the Envy and Pride : ] 
Ah! blame not the Maid, if, o'ercome by his Truth, 
Her Hand, and her Heart, ſhe beſtow'd on the Youth, | 
And the next Morn beheld her his Bride. | 


Learn rather from Silvia's Exam lf cabs Pair, 1 ” 
take pl ace og De- | 


That a nary, Revenge tha 
Give Sorrow: and Care to the Wind n bak 


If faithful the Swain, to his Paſſion be true; 
If falſe, ſeek Redreſs in a Lover that's new, 
And pay each re in nnn ein 540.1 


FE 4.4 24 uy #4 IT | i 
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Com thou roſ dimpled Boy, | 
Source of ev'ry heart-felt oy; 
Leave the bliſsful Bow'rs a wg 5 
Paphos and the Cyprian Iſle; pes TY 
Viſit Britain's rocky Shore, e 
Britons too thy Pow'r adore: 
Britons hardy, bold, and free ei 
Own thy Laws, " and bow to % e 
Source of ev'ry Heart-felt Orv” | 9 as 
Come, 1 7 _ . . . 


5 420 
5 Haſte to Sylwia, haſte 1 
This is Thine, and Days 2 
Bid her thy ſoft Bondage Wear, 
Bid her — Love's Rites prepare: 5 0 
55 5 — the Nymph with many a Flor at 7 
eck the ſacred Nuptial Bow'r rr 
 Thither lead the lovely Fair, 5 
And let men too be there, f 
This is Thine, and Hymer's Day; | 
Haſte to Sylvia, haſte away! 


Only while we love we live, fa 
Love alone can Pleaſure give: 
Pow'r, and Pomp, and tinſel State, 

Thoſe falſe Pageants of the > 

Crowns and Scepters, envy'd Things, 
And the Pride of Eaſtern ts oh 8 
Are but childiſh em ty gr DEN * 

When compar'd to Love's ſweet Joys: : 

Love alone can Pleaſure give, 

| Only wee x we un we * 3 


1 — 22 


0: 0 N o *CCLxI. 
| | NuMpunLEss KissEs. 1 
0 by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall-Gardens. 
: gr ile, and give me ſweet Kiſſes, 


For ſweeter no Girl ever gave: 
But why, in the midſt of my Bliſſes, 
Doſt aſk me how many I'd have? 

I'm not to be ſtinted in Pleaſure; _ 
Then, pr'ythee, dear Chloe, be kind; 
For, fince 1 l ove thee beyond Meaſure, 
To Numbers Pl ne'er "Is confin'd. : 

| PS | Count 


* 
5 
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Count the Bees that on Hybla are pla aying z, | 
ed: OR 


| 

N | 
j | 
. 
1 
al 


Count the Flow'rs that enamel 30 Fi 


Count the Flocks that in 7: _ are l 5 9 
And the Grain that rich Sicil n 5 eee YER a 
Count how many Stars are in Heaven; | 6 . | 
Go number the Sands on the Shore; eee, e 1 
And when ſo many Kiſſes you've given, . /, 
I till ſhall be aſking for more. ' . 1 
To a Heart full of Love let me hold bee, , 
A Heart, which, dear Chloe, is thine; 5 
In my Arms let me ever infold wr 1 
And circle thee round, like a Vine. ho 
What Joy can be greater than this is? 3 
My Life on your Lips ſhall be ſpent: _ 3 
The Wretch that can number his Kiſſes, 5 
3 always with few by, content. | = len, Os 
80 NG CCLXIV. ;£ a 1:5. - 

Ser by Mr. Berg. Sung Mel 


| 0 N E Midſummer Morning, when Nature look'd 


he Birds UN of Song, and the Flocks full of play; „ 
hen Earth ſeem'd to anſwer the Smiles from above, * 
ind all Things proclaim'd it the Seaſon of Love 3 

My Mother cried, Nancy, come haſte to the Mill; 

the Corn be not ground, you may ſcold if you n. % 


he — to uſe my Tongue pleas'd me, no 
oubt; 

\ Woman, a'as ! would be nothing without: 

went tow'rds the Mill without any Delay, 


ind conn'd o'er the Words I determin*d to ſay : 1 
ut when I came near it, I found it ſtock ſtill; 
leſs my Stars now ! "gy I, huf them rarely I will, 


The 


nt 


[234] 


The « Miller to Market that 1 was 
The Work it was left to the Care of his 3 
Now, though I can ſcold well as any one can, 


I ſaid, I'm ſurpriz'd you can uſe me ſo ill; 


I thought *rwould be wrong to ſcold the young Man: 
1 muſt have my Corn ground, I muſt, and I will, 


Maid, cry'd the Youth, the Fault is not mine; 
rn in the Town I'd rind ſooner than thine: 
There s no one more ready in pleaſing the Fair; 


The Mill ſhall go merrily round, I declare. 
I muſt have a Kiſs firſt, I muſt, and I will. 


But hark how the Birds fing, and ſee how they bill! 


My Corn being done, 1 tow nds home bent my Way; 


He whiſper'd 
Infiſted to' hand me along the green Mead, 

And there ſwore he lov'd me, indeed, and indeed! 
And that he'd be conſtant, and true to me ſtill: 


ed ſomething of Moment to ſay; 


And ſince chat Time I've lik d him, and like him I 


will. 1 
L oſten ay; Mother, the Miller III huff; 


- 


She laughs, and cries, Go, Girl, ay, plague him 


; /®. enough: :; 
And ſcarce a Da 720 but, by her Defire, 
I get a fly Kiſs from the Youth | admire. 
Tf Wedlock he wiſhes, his Wiſh I'll fulfil, 


And I'll wiſer, O 1 with a 8 good Will. 


8 0 N 8 cel xv. 
The Accibpzxr. Sung at Sadler's Wels. 


8 Cother Day milking I fat in the Ms . 
rar” Daren: came 43 to Sener his ſoft 
e ws 
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80 ſudden, 1 [ ſtarted, nd gave him a Frown; { 


For he frighted my Cow, and my Milk was kick 


o ẽn. 4$-- + fin 4 5; et : = A 


* 


Lot Lich me l ſays I, i Pi Pere can you wenns. 
To come thus upon me, un· thought of, un-ſeen! 
I ne'er will approve of the Love you pretend; 8 7 


For, as Miſchief. began, perhaps Miſchief may end. 


T little thought now, he'd his Paſſion advance; 3 
But } pretty” xcuſes made up the Miſchance: 


. T& 
271 


lle beg g'd a kind Kiſs, Which 1 ga ave him, I vow 5 


And T laid, my own ſelf, all the Fault on my Cow. 


How many Wa 'S; — can the Boſom invade * 

His Bait proy'd too ſtrong, 5. for a Maid. 
He intel that Wedlock was what he'd be at; 
But I thought it was beſt to ſay nothing of that. 


L flutter all over. whene' er he comes nig; i 
For, if he ſhould preſs, I ſhou'd ſurely com . 


And ne'er ſhall be angry, my Heart itfelf tells 
Though he 7d Ae my * or oe any 2 - 


1 8 «1-4 
"34 1 112 : 2 1 : a9 #5 Fn 53 + 
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Sung by, Mr. Atkins, af Sadler's Wells. 


7 2UNG: : Daphne made Damon a Dupe to her fo 


Pride ; ; 
He'd ſigh, and he'd ſtorm, and, he'd boote, and he'd 
chide: ca Pp 
| wonder the fair Ones ſo cruel can be; | 8 5 boy 
Had [ been a Damſel, I'm ſure he'd won me: 
But all her Return to his amorous Chat. 2 I 
Was, Yes, to be er oh! be 1 love you for hat! 
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12361 
He told her, her Byes ſhone more bright than the 


'Da 
And all lach fe ſoft Things as all ſoft Lovers fa 
That Paſfion defpis'd wou'd to Age turn his . 
And that he ſhould die — Which was certainly Truth: 
Vet, though he ſtill put in his Pleadings ſo pat, 
*T'was, Ves, to be fure! oh! * pow for that! 


Now, finding bi his Courtſhip was on 4 tak Plan, 
He threw he Lover, and put on the Man; 
And whale 1 both ſhelter'd one Noon in the Bow 15 
Swore boldly, Jeve, he would have her that Hour: 
She Ren and, ſtrait fly f the Place where he ſat, 
Cry'd, Yes, to de ſure! oh] 1 love you for that! 


But Damon Wan eit ö 4the'Nymph faſt in his Arms, 
And ſwore:that his F thowd becrown'd with her 
8 Charms, 
That Joy to wound Virwe 15 Hoare bebe 
eee Peorhgg grow when we're hamper'd in 
ve 

He forc'd her to Church, ave her Tit for her Tat; 

And u _ there? 0 Doubt ut he loves him for that, 


8 O N G CCLXVIL 


Tang &y by Mr. Lowe, and Mrs. Chambers; in the 
haract 


acters of Rovewell a e in tbe 
eee e e 


PS We 4 


AS TE, haſte and away, my only Dear, i 
haſte, and away, away 
For all at the Gate e an is 165 
y true Lover does waitz  -, 


en pr 7 bes make no Delay. 


ARETHUSA. 


nd 


[297] 
| ArETHUSA® _ 
Oh! ho ſhall I ſteal away, my N 
..onN how ſhall I ſteal away? 6 
My Daddy is near, 
And ] dare not for Fear; | 
Pray come then another Day. 
a — 94 deg Dear, 
Oh! is on my # 
Ohl this is the only Day's”: 
Pl draw him ald je, 1 
While you throw the Gates wide; 
And are yu may ſteal poke of * 


Anz THRUs a. 
Then pr hes make no Delay, my _ 
Then — thee make no * 
1 1 rve him a Trick, 
For Pl flip in the Nick, 
And with my true Love away. 


Dokrro. 
Oh! Cupid, befriend a loving Pair, 
Oh! Cupid befriend: us, I pray; 
Make our Stratagem take, 
For thine own. ſweet Sake, 


And Amen let all. true en fs 


8 0 ö N G ceLxvir, 
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wh Mr. Howard. Sung by Mr. Beard, at a 


E that a Cuckold is, let it not grieve him; 


For in his Wants there is one to relieve him: 


He may ſleep quietly when his Wife's waking, 


And may be free From Care,” ed f Pains-raking ; 


And his Condition is not to be-ſcorned, 
Cæſar and Pompey were both of them horned. 


The 
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The Captain upon the Sea p pages for fair Weather, 


While his Wife and his Mate ſail both 1 ; 
Star-gazing on her Back, at the Moon's Motion, 
While the poor Cuckold is at his L Devotion 3 5 
Yet his Condition is not to be ſcorned, 

Cæſar and Pompey were both oF them homed. : 5 


The Merchant upon the Sea 1 for Treaſure, 
What tho' his Merchandize be out o Meaſure; 
Vet, if he kiſs a Girl, while he is ranging, 

His Wife repays him, a Bill of Exchange, in: 
But his Condition is not to be ſcorned, 
Cæſar and Pompey were both of them . 


The greateſt Lawyer, that ever was ſent us, 
Often returns his Wife, non eff inventus ; 

And though he never ſo wiſe in his Place is, 
„She will ſtill find that a Flaw in his Caſe is: 
"Yet his Condition is not to be ſcorned, . 
Cæſar and Pompey were both of them horned. : 


The greateſt Stateſman; that eber was applauded, 
Need not to laugh at a Citizen horned ; 

For, if tis true, as in ancient Relations, 

The City-Dames ſtill obey the Court-Faſhions: 
Yet his Condition is not to be ſcorned, 
Cæſar and Pompey were both of them horned. 


While the poor Parſon with Zeal is expounding, 
Telling the People their Sins are abounding ; 
Some one, perhaps, pays his Tythes to his Wife, 
Heedleſs of Rules for Fd mendment of Life : „ 


Vet his Condition is not to be ſcorned, 
ha and "OW" were both of them horned, 


- * ky 5 LS 
WOW ; 5 5 „ Von 
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You that are Cuckolds, let this be your Comfort, 
There are few others between this and Ramford : - 
Brethren all in a Row, ſhake Hands together, 
And never diſdain to wear the Bull's Feather; 
For your Condition is not to be ſcorned, ., 
Ceſar and Pompey were both of them horned, 
EV 
1 Sung 2 Mr. Beard, at Ranelagh. | Ip 
| HE Breed came forth frae the Barn, 
And ſhe was ditting her Cheeks ; 
How can I be married 'To-day, , 
That ha? neither Blankets, ne Sheets? 
That ha' neither Blankets, ne Sheets, 22 1 
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And wants a Covering too? 1 
The Breed that has aw Things to borrow, 3 


Has e*en reet muckle to do. 
Woo'd and marry'd and a/, * 
Marry'd and woo'd and aw; ;; 
And was ſhe not very weell of, 
1 To be woo'd and marry'd and aw? 4 
Wat is the Matter? quoth h, 1 
Though we be ſcant o' Claithks, 12 if 
We's creep the claiſer together, 
And drive away the Fleas. 
The Summer is coming on, . 
And we's get Pickles a Woo; 


* . i — * — n K 
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, We's fee a Laſs of our ain, 1 
7 | 


a And ſhe'll ſpin Blankets enow.} 515 f 
"5 Then up ſpokes the Breed's Mother, 
| | The Deel ſtick aw this Preed'!! _ 


I had ne a Plack in my Pocket, 
"You The Day I was made a Breed. 


My Gown was Linſy-Winſey, 
And neera Sark at aw; ; | 
And you. ha' Gowns and Buſkins, 


Hawd your Tongue, my Daughter, 


i. +» 


Then up ſpake the Breed's Brother, 


- Gin I ne'er ha' better than you, 
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Mair than ane or twa. | 

. Woo d and marry'd, „ 

Then up ſpake the Breed's Fether, 
As he came in frae the Plough : 


And ye ſe FANS Geer en ou b; / 
To lade your Corn in Harveſt; 
Woo'd and marry'd, Sc. 


As he came hence frae the Kye : 
Welly wou'd ne'er ha' had you, 

Had he known you, as weel as I; 
For you'r baith proud, and ſaucy, 

Ne fit for a poor Mon's Wife; 


I'ſe ne'er ha? ane in my Life. 
Woo'd and marry'd, c. 


Then up. ſpake the Breed's Siſter, 
As ſhe ſat down by the Fire: 


0 gin I married To-neet, 


Tis aw that I'd deſire : 


But I, pure Girl, muſt live fingle, 


And do the beſt Icanz 
I did not care what came of me, 
So I had but a gude Man. ' 
Woo'd and marry'd and aw, 
Marry'd and woo'd and aw: 
And was ſhe not very weell off, | 
To be woo'd and marry'd and aw? 
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6 ONG col xx. ; 
a by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall, 


Told my Nymph, I told her true, 

J My Fields were ſmall, Flocks were few ; 
nile fault'ring Accents poke my Fear, 

That Flavia might not prove ſincere. - 


Of Crops deſtroy'd by vernal Cold, 
And vagrant Sheep that leſt my Fold, 
Of theſe ſhe heard, yet bore to hear; 
\nd was not Flavia then ſincere ? 


How, chang'd by Fortune's fickle Wind, 

The Friends I lov'd became unkind, | 
he heard, and ſhed a gen'rous Tear; 
ind is not Flavia then ſincere? 


How, if ſne deign'd my Love to bleſs, 
My. Flavia muſt not hope for Dreſs, 

This too ſhe heard, _ ſmil'd to hear; 
ind Flavia ſure muſt be ſincere. 


o ſhear your Flocks, ye jovial Swains ; 

o reap the Plenty of your Plains : 

Deſpoil'd of all which you revere, 
| know my Flavia's Love: s ſincere. 


8 ON G corn 


der ef Mr. Worgan. Sung by Mr, Lowe, ar | 


Vauxhall. 


TINT me not in Love or Wine 
I'll have full Draughts of either: 
Round me ſprings the mantling Vine; ; 
A haſte thee hither. 
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. ſee the Grape by 5 to. repleniſh my Cup! 


PI] drink it, Silenus, 1 l drink it all up: 
And tho? my Feet ſtagger, and tho my Eyes roll, 
Ye Bacchanals, bring me another full BowI. * 


FTruce with your Bumpers Venue now 3-2 

The ruddy Victor chaſes :* | 1 
Send ſome Nymph with graceful Brow. | | 
To my warm Embraces: Y 


See ! blooming young Hebe is now on the Wing,” | 
As ripe as full Summer, as wanton as Spring: 
Ye Fairies and Dryads, 'far hence from the Grove! 


Tis Silence and zloom, that is ſacred to Love, | 


Steering thus from Joy to Joy, 
Careful Thoughts I baniſn; 

Time this Flame ſhall ne'er deſtroy, 
Others blaze and vaniin. 


a Graces, and Satyrs, my Chaplet prepare; 


With Myrtle and Ivy come bind up my Hair; 5 


While I, in due Juſtice, your Pains will requite, 


0 drinking all s and by in 75 Night. 


8 0 N G CCLXXIL. 
Ser by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall. . 


O NG, Pr I deſpair'd a young Shepherd to 
n | 
Nor proud of his Merit, nor falſe as the Wind ; 
But at laſt I have got a dear Lad to my Mind 3 
Oh! I never can part with my #illy / 
We hie'd to the Altar laſt Miaſummer Day” x 5 
I bluſh'd all the while, and ſcarce knew what to ſay; 


But I vow'd (I remember) to love and obey : 


Can I do FROY leſs 2 my Willy ? 


His 


———— Cn HY — 4 


* 


to 


ay; 


His 


His Breath is as Fragrant : as \ freſh Morning Ai ga: 10 


Then what tender ſoft 0 will che dear 3 | 


He" 8 from Venus gone aſtray. n 


. 1 245 ] 
Fa 
His Face than the 8 is more xu Fa 18 5 
And his Kiſſes as ſweet - oh! ; beyond al Co } 
There 1s not ſach a Lad as my Will. pare | 


With him none retends, or to pipe, or to play: 


herd ſay ! 
With Eaſe, I am fre,” be might ſteal Hearts away ; 
But PII never Kiſtraſt thee, my . 8 v7 


When I droop'd all inPain; and hung 125 my Head, | 
How kindly he watch'd me! what Tears.did he view 
Nor left me a Moment till Sickneſs was fled : 7 
Can 4 ever forget thee, dear Willy ? | 
Should Death from my Sight. tear tl e Shepherd * 4 


true, 


Let him inles (if he chants 8 me away too; 
For why ſhould I tarry, or what could I We: If 
. Shoyld'” I loſe ſuch 0 Lad as Wy Willy a a0 
s ON CCLXXIIL e 


Set by Mr. Worgan.” Sung at Vauxhall. 


E LL me, Laſſes, have you ſden, ; 4 24 

Lately wand”ring o 'er the Green, £ 4 5 
Beauty's Son, a little Boy, 7 S 
Full of Frolic, Mirth, and Joy? 45534 194 voy * 
If you know his Shelter, r NN ig et 


Tell me, Laſſes, Hove you ſeen | 
Such a one trip o'er the Green ? 


By his Marks the God you'll know : "9 4 
Ger his Shoulder hangs x Bow, 


. {| 244 J 
And a Quiver fraught with Dar 
Poifon — to 1 Hearts: ay | 
Tho? he's cir) littl blind 
He can tri h o'er the W * 
| el me, Laſſes, have 505 RY 55 
Such a one tri Ip4 o'er the rep 


E N je, S . 


Subtile as the Light'ning? 8 Wound 5 
Is his plercing Arrow found: : 45 8 2 
While the Boſom's Heart it n 

| [nl zxternal „ _. 

a 's Shield"itfelf is broke e 
* hs unſaſpetted FFW 22.1005 w; 
Tell me, Laſſes, hav Low? Bey 


F 


Tack a one trip o'er the Green 7 
Ot the Urchin's ſeen to he. 5 8 | 
-Baitog inthe tugny Bray” OO TIT 2 
Or his deftin'd Prey wa Z 
On the Maiden's roſy Check:: 


* Snowy Breaſts, or curling Hair, | 

TC conceal the pleaſing Snare. 

+... Tell me, Laſfes, have you Bn” 
Such a one trip o'er the Green? 


She that the Receſs revenla. .. „ 
Where the God himielf conceals, 2:61 3 Wnt 


Shall a Kiſs receive this Night [2 nt 8 1441 Mac 
From her Heart's ſupreme Delight. [I th. 


To Venus let her bring the Boy, 

She mall taſte Love's 1 Joy. | 
Tell me; Laſſes, have you ſeen Ihe 
3 one di. &er * Green? 
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Ser by My. Worgan. Sung at Vauchall | 
S on Tay's Banks I wander'd in ſearch of my 


To nothin 
And t 


The deep cryſtal Wave was a Type 
be it ſo clear it might My for thy Glaſs, 

e Curls that were there for thy . 
ht paſs: 8 oo 

'twas the Picture of Jrany. 


Methought I took in all the Charms of thy Mind, 
To Virtue, to Love, and to Pity. inclin' 


The tender ſoft Paſſions that feel no rude Wind; "x 
For calm is the Boſom of © 


All pleas'd with the Proſpe&, I wiſh'd the bright Maid 


| mightp 


Fair, 


Air! 


Jenny. | 


but tive ſuch a head I de 7 
ee it reſembles, dear Jeep. | 


of thy pier; l 


Py - 
* 


How ſmooth wy the Stream ! and how foft way the 


+. 


* 
AS 


Cou'd have ſeen her dear Self in this Mirror diſplay'd; 
Twas like her when laſt the ſweet Girl I ſurvey'd; 
Like none it could be but my Jem. 4 


But ſudden a Tempeſt I ne'er ſaw before 


1 q 


Made the Billows ariſe, and the Waves foam and roar;. 
I thought that I ſcarcely was ſafe on the Shore: 


Ah, 


me ! even then it was Jenny. 


The ſame dreadful Sight, when to Spleen you'd as. 


clin'd, 


When to me you'are croſs, and to others, are kind: 
But never, dear Girl, raiſe this Storm in your Mind; 
Twill kill me, believe me, dear. Jenny. 
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1 See by. Mr. Worgan. "Sung at Vauxhall, 
HE Sun in Virgin Luſtre ſhone, TI '{ | 


* 4 * 


4 


May Morning put its Beauties 
The Warblers fung in livelier, . 15 
And ſweeter Flow rets deck'd the Plain, on 
And ſweeter Flow'rets deck'd the 5 a | 
When Love, a ſoft intruding Gueſt, 
That long had dwelt in Damon's a 3:4 5 
Now. whifper'd to the N Anh Aways.) 

For this is Nature's Ho liday, . 


For this is Nature's Holiday. gg. 


f 
x * 
15 4 \ 


3. 


The tender Impulſe wing -'d his wins? by. 
The painted Mead he ane paſs'd, "Sf in 
And ſoon the happy Cot he gain d, dah 
Where Beauty fle 50 and Silence rags, 54 

Where Beauty, e 
Awake, my Fair, the Shepherd 1 3 
To new-born Pleaſure ope thine Ws Io! Pew wo 
Ariſe, my Syluia, hail the May; .. | = 
For this is Nature's "TORY 

For this, Fe. 


185 * ? 3 
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by A came the Maid-ins — bright, - 1d gwoil: | 
As Phebus in Meridian Light: nen . AA 
Entranc'd in Rapture, all confeſt, = $4 
The Shepherd claſp'd her to his Brea] | 

* The Shepherd, Sc. EE 

Then, gazing, with af foeaking Eye: 

ok; . aud Nun , „ 

5 * * e 


\ TT 


A melting Sigh, that ſeem! d to ſay, L eq of 
Conſider, Youth's our Holiday, © | 
Conſider, Sc, SN, 


* 


I a * 12 . * # vhs 5 . 


Ah! ſoft, ſhe fd for Pity's Sake; 
What ! kiſs Ty ere I'm well ny,» 

For this fo early came you here ? OY W's 
And hail you t T5 the riſing N. 5 4 

And hail, &c. 0 a 
Sweet Innocence, oh, ceaſe to chide! FORM 
We'll haſte to Joy, the Swain reply” Ab. 

In Pleaſure's flow'ry Fields we'll ſtray, 

And this ſhall be Love's Vang Lok | | 
And this, Sc. 8 "OW rt 28 8 


Arimſon Glow n e er heb Cheek; Ja 
dhe look'd the Thing ſhe dar'd not ſpeak : 

Conſent own*d Nature's ſoft Command, | & 
And Damon ſeiz d her pe per wn” 
And Damon, S won . 
His dancing Heart in Tranſport play 4 


4 


5 M i 


10 * — the bluſhing nal 
Then bleſs'd the happy, Morn of, M 1 
And now their Life's A all if, 45 ha 
And nos „„ e 
18 0 N 0 cov. N 


Jung Ly My. Beard, 10 264 Pais Gurte real 


OW little do the Landmen know | | 
1 9 Of what we Sailors feel, F 

15 When Waves do mount, and Winds do blow ! 

ng But we have Hearts of Steel, 

Ms No 


[248] 
No Danger can affright us; | 
No Enemy "Hall flout ; WR. 5 in) 
Wel Wie the Monfieurs right us: EE 
FT. Sg toſs the” Can about. 3 | 


— 


MBS 


7 
PZ 


Stick tout to Orders, Meſſmates; 
" We'll. plunder,. burn, and fink: 
1 France, 'haye-at 105 af irſt-Rates ; 
For Brzens never ſhrink : 5 8 
6 rumma e all we — $ „ 
Weill drink tbem in "Scores ; ; p | 
And Moll, and Kate, n by ws, 5 
Shall rell 1 in Leuis. ck Ot. f 


. 2 5 5 % 
by 4 5 7 i F & 
6 ds m 2.40 aft * 
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. 


d. r hd 


While here at Deal we're 1 

With our noble Commodore, 

Well ſpend our Wages freely, Boyz, 

And 1 to Sea for more. 

In Peace we'l: drink and ang, Boys _ l 
In War we'll never fly: e 

* $a Health to bai. our King OY 


> 15 3 »t = >» = 


; 30 0 > N G c X V vn. a 
The Incyxzovs. Gang at Vauxhall, 


| 6 me har a Wife; I expect not to ſind 
Each Virtue and Gracei in one Female combin'd: 
No Goddeſs for me; *tis a Woman I prize, 


And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 


Be ſhe young, ſhe's not ſtubborn, but eaſy to mold ; 
Or the claims my Reſpect, like a eng if old : : 
Thus either-can.pleaſc me, ſince Woman Iprize, 
And he that ecke were 15 more curious than wiſe. 


iI ke 
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Like Fewer he ods; if Aquinting 1 ler Eye r * 
If blind, ſnhe the Rovin 248.80 of, mine cannot 0 
| Thus eich is lovely ; Woman, 1 prize, 

And he that ſeeks mare is "more curious than wiſe, 


If rich be my Bride, ſhe brings Tokens of Love; „ 
If poor, then the farther from Pride my Remove: 
Thus either contents me; for Woman I prize, 

And he that ſeeks more is more curious an wiſe. 


aeser mall want Converſe, if Tongue the poſſeſs; 
And if mute, ſtill the Rarity pleaſes no les: 
| I'm ſuited to either; for Naan L prize,.. 

And he that ſeeks more 1s more curious than wiſe. . 


Then ceaſe, ye Profane, on the Sex to daſcant ; ; 

If you've Wit to diſcern, of Charms they ve no Wants. 
Each Fair can make happy, if Woman we prize, 
And he that W . more 8 more e than me 


M * 


* Me. Michael Arbe, and feng 5 7 . 5 
Ax the WinTER's Talk. 


YOME, come, my good Shepherds, our Flocks 
| muſt ear 2 
In your! oliday Suits. with N Laſſes app ear; A 
Ine happieſt of Folks are the Guileleſs ad Free; K 
„d: And who are ſo guileleſs, ſo happy, as Wie 5 


We harbour no Paſſions by Luxury taugbt 8 
Ie practiſe no Arts with Hypocriſy Faenke: 
1. What we think in our Hearts you may read nee 
For, knowing no Falſhood, we need no Dilguile., | 


» BBy Mode and Caprice are the City Dames led 3 
5 bat We all the Children of Nature are bred : 


ke | =. 1 By 
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By ber Hands alone we are painted and dreſt, 
4 For the e will. ery, Whew hows! $ Tease in the 
A Breast. % Afi 


The giant, ORE me never can * 35 
Our Roots are too low for ſo lofty a Head; 

Content and ſweet Chearfulneſs open your: Door; . 
They ſmile with the Simple, and teed with the Poor, 


When Love has: polleſs/d us, char Love we wren 
Like the Flocks that we feed are the Paſſions we feel; 
So harmleſs and fimple we ſport and we play, 

And leave to fine Folk wo deceive and . 


3 * * 


1 


* * 


48 O N 6 'CCLXXIX. 


25 W Set by Mr. . | 


Sorr pleaſing Pains; unknown before, | 
3 My beatin Böſom SS --- 3 
When I ehold the bliſsful Bow'r 

Where deareſt Delia dwelliss. 
That Way I daily drive my Flock; 
Ah! happy, happy. Valet "5 

There look; and wiſh 3 and while 1 oa 
1 My Sighs increaſe the Gale, . 

| My ighs increaſe the Gale, 


Sometimes at Midnight I do ſtray 
Beneath inclement Skies," 
And there my true Devotion pay 
5 To Delia's ſleep-ſeal'd Eyes: 
So. pious Pilgrims nightly roam, 
With tedious Travel, faint, 
Fo kiſs alone the clay-cold Tomb 
Of ſome lov'd fav rite Saint, 
"of 9 96," 5 h 
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When Cupid whiſper'd i FC 
Now, now's the Time for Love, . 


6 51 J 


O tell, ye Shades, that fold my rei, 


And all my Bliſs contain, 


Ah! why ſhould ye thoſe e thre, 


For which I ſigh in vain. . Fin K 101 

But let me not at Fate repine, Smt oo 5 
And thus my. Grief 1 impart : TY, , Lots „ 

She's not your Tenant 3+ ſhe mines 
Her Manſion is my Heart. 
A Dane 18 Ne Heart. . 5 2008 
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SO N 4 ccL xxx. Dy 
Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vaan 
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OUNG Daphne was the Reel Maid 
The Eyes of Love cou 

And but one Fault the Charmef el, | 
'Twas Cruelty to me, „ 
"Twas Cruelty to mee. 

„ 2147 V BONE DG, 

No Swain that e'er the Nymph. ade Fw 
Was fonder, or was. JOURgens! 46. N D 1 
et, when her Pity I implor * 3h 
Twas, Stay a little longer. M 
Twas, &c 3 $53 +6 N e 

t chanc'd I met the Blooming 19 805 1 ATR VIS N | 


One May Morn, in the Grove; bx © rey k 


2 ry — 8 — 
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Now, Sc. bf, 4; 25 SY 48 
claſp'd the Maid; ; 5 Ska ths: e Pride: 898 5 i 
What! did I mean to wrong her ok 1 3 
(ot ſo, my gentle Dear, 1 ery'd ; 0 i 
But Love will ſtay no w_ of $5: ct” £ | f 
But Love, Ge. 463 ho hi 


> 


1 . Then, £ 


$ 
ich 
4, 
voy 
1 
* 
"BY 

4. 

27 5 


1 250 5 | 
| By her Hands alone we are painted and reſt, 


For ho Roles will uy Whey: geo! 8 &'sPeacein the | 
Neat. e bo le 


The Giant, Ambition, we never can 38 8 
Our Roots are too low for ſo lofty a Head; 4 
Content and ſweet Chearfulneſs-open your Poor; . 
They ſmile with the Simple, and teed with the Poor. 


oy 


When Love has polſeſs'd us, that Love we reveal 3 

Like the Flocks that we feed are the Paſſions we feel; 
So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, 

And leave t to fine 4 to AFCEIVE and OP. 1 
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75 DzLIA. bet by Mr. Arne. E 7 


OFT pleafing Pains! unknown before, 
0 M Wessi Blom Teal, "> = 
When I behold the bliſsful Bow'r 
Where deareſt Delia dwelliss. 
That Way I daily drive my Flock; 
Ah! ha py, bappy. MAC 
There look; and with ; and while 1 look 
My Si hey inc creaſe the Gale, j 
My ighs increale the Gale, 


Sometimes at Midnig ht I do tray 
Beneath inclement Skies, : 
And there my true Devotion pay © 
To Delia's ſleep-ſeal'd Eyes: 
So pious Pilgrims nightly roam, | 
Wich tedious Travel, fannt 
"To kifs alone the clay-cold r 
Of ſome lov'd fay” rite * : T- 
Of pho nb „ r BEG, -Þ 


3 


3 E %* 4 1H : - + * # 1 
2 4 bf i ge es fog Þ: 0 i Of b I 
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0 tell, ye Shades, that fold my Far, 
And all my Bliſs contain, H 
Ah ! why ſhould ye thoſe e thre, 125 
For which I ſigh in vain ER es. 47 18 
But let me not at Fate tepihe, 01 69 ee 
And thus my Grief 1 impart: — $5, 13 V/ I Dis 155, 


E- She's not your Tenant 3 ſhe etindi'y: 2, 

| Her Manſon is my Heart 5 2 TIRED 
Her i 18 my Tarts Hyg I 1 

? Af £ N . 22 Bs en 1 


SON. G. ' CCLXXK; - ö 
Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Viathatt. - 


OUNG Daphne was. the Wes Maid 
The Eyes of Love cou” | 
And but one Fault the 1 el, 
'Twas Cruelty to me, 
"Twas Cruelty to me. e 
„ l ein en, 
No Swain that e'er the Nymph ador'd 
Was fonder, or was. younger; hs Ag) 
Yet, when her Pity I implor'd, 1 5 
"Twas, Stay a little oe FLAGS Woo! aig 5 
Twas, &c 2 * W. 8 a 


* AS 


It chanc'd I met the Vocal {i ee | 
One May Mon, in the Gre 


When Cupid whiſper'd i EPT 4 
Now, now's 1 for Love, 5 
Now, Se. . r 
Wt clap'd the Maid; it debe hes + Pride: 85 
What! did I mean to wrong her Gi 


Not ſo, my gentle Dear, I cry'd; Who 
But Love will ſtay r no —_— 4 $4 mw D 


: But 2 Sc. 
ell, 8 


SY L 2 
en, kneeling r Feet, I ſwore 
How 2 gate how well ; 5 
And that my 15200 which beat for ber. 
With her ſhould ever dwell, > Hy 
With her, Se. 


Conſent ftood ſpeaking in the > Bye 1 
Of all my Care's eich 2 Sieh 0 
Vet Daphne Seer with a 
Oh! ſtay a little — ä 
Oh! ſtay, Ge. 


The Conflict in her Soul I ſaw | 
Twixt Vartue and Deſiree 

Oh ! ! come, I cry'd, let Hymen' 8 Law 
Give Sanction to Love“ 8 Fire, 
Give Sanction, Se. | 


Ye Lovers, gueſs how great my Joy? 2 
Could Rapture well prove ſtronger * 
When Virtue ſpoke in Daphne's Voice, 
You now ſhall ſtay no longer, 
You now—ſhall 5 no Nn 


| Set &y Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall. 
2s a Twelvemonth 280, DAY» perhaps tliey 


are twain, . 
Since Thyr/1s neglected the N mphs of the Plain, 
And wou'd tempt me to walk = ay | Meadows. along, 
To hear a ſoft Tale, or to ſing 2 2 a Song, 1 


To hear a ſoft Tale, or to ſing him a Song. 


What at firſt was but Friendſhip ſoon grew to a Flame; 
Imy Heart it was Love, in the Youth twas the ſame: 
From each other our Paſſion we ſought not to hide; 

But who ſhou'd love moſt Was 1 e wy Pride, 

But who, ä 


3 But 


ay 3 
But Prudence ſoon Whiſper' dus, ce 445 ant too well, 


For Envy has Eyes, and a Tongue that will tell ; 


« Anda Flame, withoutFortune's rich Gifts on its Side, 
The grave ones will ſcorn, anda Mother muſt chide. 
The grave, Se. 


Afraid of Rebukes, he his Viſits 1 ; 

And we promis'd to think of each other no more, 
Or to tarry, with Patience, a Seaſon more kind; 
So I put the dear MOEN wh out of my Mind. 
So I put, . 


But Love breaks the Fines F 6 ily hd a" 
Grows deaf to all Cenſure, and will be repaid : ; 
If we ſigh for each other, ah! quit not your Care: 
Condemn the God Capid; but bleſs the ar Pair. 
Condemn the God * 5 wh n n food Pair. 


4 s oN G ecrxxxn, 
Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall 


From Fair to Fair, I rov'd; 


2 ] \OO long a giddy wand'ring Youth, 4 [ak 
To ev Ty Nymph I vow'd my Truch, . 


Tho? all alike I lov'd: 
Yet, when the Joy I wid was paſt, \ 
My Truth 2 oa a Jeſt: E 


But, truſt me, I'm convme'd a at 7% 
That Conſtancy 1 1s beſt, : 
That Conſtancy i Ye. 

Like other Fools, at Female Wits fs alt 5 13 * 
'Twas my Delight to rail; 


Their Sighs, their. Vows, their Tears, their ir Sills 
Were 2 1 * and fraii: 
But, 


[ 254 ] 


But, by RefleQion's bright'ning = : 
I fee their Worth confeſt ; — 
That Man cannot enough adore, ra Anh at | 
Thace Conftancy is beſt, * TIER ang, # 
That Conſtancy 1 is beſt.” : ns. Fans 7 
The roving Heart at Beauty's Sight . 
May glow wath fond Dan: 7: 
Yet, tho” Poſſeſſion yield Delight, Geet a at | 
It damps the lawleſs Fire : CF 
But Love's celeſtial faithful Flames 
Still catch from Breaſt to Breaſt; - 
While ev” ry. home-felt Joy, ard vo 7 ty 
That Conſtancy is beſt, o 5 
That ae is beg. 
No ſolid Bliss Gm, hae min ere es 5 
No real Raptures flow ; | | 
But, fix'd to one, the Soul exults, _ Ss = 
And taſtes of Heav' n below. ; 
With Love, on ev'ry gen'rous Mind, OY. 
Is Truth's fair Form impreſt; FO. ( 
And Reaſon dictates to Mankind, „ nes 
5 That Conſtancy is beſt, * . 
1 FX 5 That Conſtancy is bet. e, antos ot , 
=  $ONG ' COLXXXIN. atv. ot N ( 


An 4 jo the Laie. 3 5 
Sung « at Ranelagh. | MY ed : i 


E Belles, and ye Flirts, and ye pert. little te Things 
Who trip in this frolicſome Round. 
"Hi tell me from whence this Indecency 036+ "Ih 


he Sexes at once to confound 2. „ 
2” = What 


at 


Then learn, with her Beauties, to c copy hey, Air; 
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What means the cock?d 22 and the maſculine Air, 


With each Motion deſigr 
Bright Eyes were intende Lola e n not ſtare, 


And Softneſs the Teſt of your ee bes Girls, 
And Softneſs e Teſt of your Sex. 


The Girl who on Beauty depends for Support 
May call ev'iry Art to her Aid; 

The Boſom diſplay d, and the. Petticoat ſhort, 
Are Samples ſhe gives of her Trade 

But you on whom Fortune ;ndulgenty >. bg | 
And whom Pride has preſery'd from the Snare, 

Shou'd flily attack us with Coyneſs and, Wiles, 
Not with open and ads Ar a ene 
Not with, Sc. Cad | 


3 
3 So - 


The Venus, whoſe Statue Selig all Mankind, 
Shrinks modeſtly back from the View. 

And kindly ſhou'd ſeem, by the Artiſt defign'd, © 
To ſerve as a Model for you. 


Nor venture too much to reveal: OED 
Our Fancies will paint what.you cover; Hh Care, 


And double each Charm Yea I OOPS Girls; 
And double, G. e e 


The Bluſhes of Morn, and a Mildneſs of bo, | N 
Are Charms which no Art can procure: 

Oh ! be but yourſelves, and our Ho omage we'll pay, 
And your Empire is ſolid, and fure ? _.. 

But if, Amazon-like, you attack your Gallants, | 
And put us in Fear of our Lives, _ 

You may do very well for Siſters or Aunt © © 
Believe me, you'll never be Wives—poor ws 
Believe me, you'll never be Wives. 1 


po : © 2 4 
$ 3 * 91 


5 | : | SO N G 


„ 


Ser by Me. Wm.” 1 nde 25 


HE wicked Wits, as Fancy hits, © 
. All ſatirize the Fair; ka "AF? 70 
In Proſe and Rhyme, in Strains ba, 
Their Fbibles they declare: 
The Kind are bold, the Chaſte are cold: 
Theſe prudiſn, thoſe roo fre: 
Je curious Men, come, tell us den, 5 
What ſhould a Woman be? 1 
What ſhould a Woman be? oss 


But hard's the Taſk, and vai n to "A 
. _ "Where Optics are untrue; _. 
The Muſe ſhall here th' Indifted fk,” 
And prove the 9 on. you: _ 
WT br e is cloy'd, when ſhe's . 
On Mes his A was plac'd; 
© The Fool, deny'd, affects the Pride le, 
And rails, to be 1 in ets ; | 
And rails, De. II fl * 3 5 


po not like theſe the Men of Buß 
Their fure Criterion fix: rt 
No: Wiſdom cries, My Sons, wiſe, 1 

And vindicate the Sex: - „ 
Ti is theirs to prove thoſe Sweets of Lore 33 
Which others neuer ſhare; OR 

3 2 5 evidence, that none have Wie 

But who adore the * 5 = 
But who, Sc. me an I} 


; & — 2 


7 8 0 * 
$ wr a 
1 +4 . 
Y e ©. 
5 1 
3 * 


* 


[7] 


Yo blooming Race, with ev! 5 o 
Celeſtially impreſt, 

Tis yours to quell the Gates chat dwell 
Within the Human Breaſt : „ 

At Beauty's Voice our Souls rejoice, £3 


And Rapture wakes/to Birthk z 


* 


And Jove Aefgn d the enchanting Kind | 


To form an Heav'n on l CY TOE 0 * 


To form, &e. | Pop 1 x 


Oh! ey ry Art to win the Heart, K* 4 1 
Ve dear Inſpirers, try 3 5 


Each native Charm with Faſhion arm, an 4 WE 


And let Love's Lightning fl > 

And hence, ye Grave, your Gnas fare, bs 
Which Youth but ſets at nought ; | 
For Woman {till will have der Will, > 15 8 
And fo I think ſhe ought, 58 5 


And fol think * gught. 


s O N G Sani V 20 


Ser by Mr. Worgan. "Cong e teen, 8 12 


Y Colin ſought my Heart to gain; 
The Shep herd, loſt in Love 

Each Morning 3 on the Plain, 

Each Noon within the Grove; . 


Vet my Denial ſtill was this, 8 ET oe Th 


Pſhaw ! Man, I can't endure vou 
And if he offer'd but to kiſs, 


Such Rudeneſs I'll aſſure you, FP ature von. 


Such Rudeneſs 1 I'll aſſure. vou. 


For twenty Youths. (not he alone) 
The am'rous Flame confeſ;, 

And, had I once been kind to one, 
I'm ſure I'd loſt the reſt ; 


Beſide, he us'd no pretty „ Xo: N 
But ſagely wou d allure nem: 

While others talk'd of Flames Seb, 
T was pretty I'll affure 1 cer ei 
*Twas . Se. hav ane 2/5 tees 


{45 8 be „ 


My Face, my PN rals'd aloud ; $i 4 
My Wit new. Conqueſts — 1 F 
And *twas enough to — one bro 
To be ſo muc cb admir'd: 
At length, Reflection ſhew'd the Fate 
Such Flatt'ry might procure me, 
_ Virtue l a1 ihun the Bait, 
ar vainly— LI ure Yer, 
Nor vainly, &c 


& „ * 


I bid the ſighing Train depart; 
This Maxim pleas'd to prove, 
That Flatt'ry fills the ſenſual Heart, 


But Trath the Heart of Love: 
Young Colin, wont in vain to ws 4 
Of Vanity t6 cure me, fs 
Now woo'd-again ; and now indeed 

I lov'd him —I'll aſſure ', 3 
1 lov'd him, Ge. 1 KEYS 


I blam'd myſelf, ach Geben to ; bear 
To Merit now fo clear ; 2 
By my Example, learn, ye Fair, 8 
To prize the Youth ſinceree 
We inſtant join'd the nuptial Tie; 
„He raptur'd to enſure me; 
And, truſt me, Damſels, when you try, 
*Twill charm you——PUH aſſure ye, 
T will charm e aſſure ye. 
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N Sc hn 
de y Ale Worgan. gag 4 Vauxhall, 


oN protefts Ca py and Delig 

He's ever unhappy when I'm from his 8 

He wants to be Wich me where- ever I go; 

The Deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me "i 

The Deuce ſure 1 3s 1 in ** Tr plaguing 8. 14 

en a {2 

55 Pleaſure all Das i is 0 Fit b. my Ne -4 5-5 per 
ipes and he ſings, tho? I frown and I chide : 5 

10 him depart; but he, ſmiling, ſays\Noz 

The Deuce ſure is in him for PRESET me rs 

The Deuge, Oc. Ce, 1 : 


7 


* 4 


en 0K i, 


Sue 
4 


He at — me his Flame to . "vi 8 
I ak him, What Favour he hopes to receive? 23” 
His Anſwer's a Sigh, while in Bluſhes 2 low: 
What Mortal beſide hind would e a aid ſo? : 
What Mortal, Scr. | 9 281 7 


his Breaſt-knot he Volley bldg ok dim the Wake, 
And ſoftly entreated I'd wear for his Sake. 


duch Trifles *tis eaſy enough to beſtow; 5 
| ſure deſerve more MA Shane hich ſo, 


I ſure, Ge. | Sy 


He hand me each Eve em the Got to ig Plain 
And meets me each Morn to conduct me again; 

But what's his Intention I wiſh I could know, | 1 
For I'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd with him ſo; 
For as Ther be mrs than FEY: 1 him fo, 


d 


$444 * e 


Id 


„% 3 


i RIB PAS PLCC or Fee 1 Ko: | 228 A OS 1 
7 * r 2 fn — 1 F * 3 
4 * 0 7 


vet when he ſigh'd, 204 talk d of der, 


The 8 ng, "a Wan wakes to e Youth, 


At length he vow'd, thou cruel Pals, 


| s 0 N G- "OF XX \ n. 
Nr was le Nen n 44 5 9 


pow to me ſo dear; on) . 


was Rapture all the live- long . 1 


His Song, bis Pipe, 40 nn 
His Song, his Pape, to hear: WY 


42 


His Paſton: d forbid 3 . 1 8 2 eras ke + 
For what I felt to hide I ſtrove Fg {ace 
3 — Word I 12 r 


And looks all Life and Joy, 1 
The Summer's Sun, faw Streplon 5 Tragh, 8 

Saw 8 ſtill was coy, 1 n i 

Saw Chloe, &c. Walk i 


LF, 
ITY 


Diſdain my Heart has fred: 
He ſpoke, and left 796 in Dep; D 
Upon 1 ay e did, eee 


F * 
Upo! 2 Lo 3 on „ Nn $19 7 As I 


How fad, how Peittent Fr TT. 
. My Pride has caus'd m Pains © 8 
From Morn to Eve I us! to ſigh, 1 
Oh ! Serben, come again 
Oh! Srrephon, c. D 


It chanc' d, he ſought a tends r Lamb, 
That in the Crone lay kid; 
When, thoughtleſs, 422 1 breath'd bis Name; 
. my ord I 1 
8 Ws. 


: 1 Surpriz d, 


{26] 


Surpriz'd, my well-known Voice to hear, 
In Sounds of ſoft Delight, 
With eager Steps the Youth drew near, 8 
And met m raptur' Sight, 5 
And met, | US FE. 
No Pow'r had L al e. „ - 
Of S:rephon to get rid; 25 
My . Reit confeſs'd the sah; „ 
4 Upon, th m Now! it * + wo} „ 5 


* * N * 
N 
* 


ON oy he d highs vpe to ive, Js 
0 with Joy ; overflows ! ena Ti 

The Bee, that roves —— deen io Sweet, 5 Tal . 1 

Like wy proferdehw RG s ky 199 124m | 

Like me, Oc. a 1 

Ye Maids; with whom I've rripp's the Gre, 7 1 1 

Let other Youths ſucceed ; . 1 8 \} 

My Che welcom'd me an; _ 4 

7 — my W ord tea, * 4 1 

Upon, S.. Tm „ 5 

While Bluſhes crimſon'd o'er my Che * e e f 

My How with Warmth be . . | 

Oh! he figh'd, my Chloe MTS | 9 

5 Shall fo on = be bleſt ? 22555 pl 
p! ab who that lov'd fo well, ſo long, „ 
0 The Shepherd could have chid ? | © 
Perhaps you think'I ge ane 3 4 

| Upon my Word I did 1 
pos Ae =y bg 1 I did, e 15 


5riz' d, 


Be.” 


| The Slave. that is poor mul ſtarve all his Life, 


1261 
s 


. n How voi ache 14122 
ON G SCN VI. 0 
* wy Dr. Boyce. n 0017 
HEN the N pe were " contending” for 


Beaut 
3 Sylvia ſtood Teen n Righ of her Claim; 


to crown: the high a ag? dear Conquel 


excites, 


At Court ſhe was envy'd, wy tate at Whit's, „ 


At Court ſhe was envy'd, and toaſted at White's, 


But how ſhall I whif be this fait One's ſad oY 9 


A cruel Diſeaſe has deſtroy'd her ſweet Face; 
Her Vermilion is chang'd to a dull ſettled Red, 
And all the gay Graces of . are ere 
„ 


Take keed, all ye Fair, leſt you FATE: in il; FI 
For Sylvia, tho? alter'd from 2 to plain, 


Is now more engaging, ſince n took place, 
Than when ſhe poſſe the PerfeCaons of 40e, | 
Than when, Sc. . | 
Convinc'd, ſhe no more can coquette it and teaze, 
Inftead of. a ſhe ſtudies to pleaſ; 
Makes Truth and Diſcretion the Guide of her Life; 
Tho' ſpoil'd for a Toaſt, ſhe's well form'd for a Wife, 
Tho 3 or: a Tous ſhe” s well EY: for a Wife. 


8. O N. 8 CCLXXXIX.. 
On the MARRIAGE Acer. £ 


HE Fool that is wealthy i is ſure Fg a Tr : 
For Riches, like Fig-leaves, their Nakednei* 
hide : 


In a — Bed, without Miſtreſs or Wife. 


8 tt by ke. 


4K 9 2 % 
3 


ſa go 3 8 yore wer be ne'er . 8 i, 2 5 | 
ttling of Jointures, or making of Deeds: 12 
Nat Adam and Eve, when they firſt enter'd. Cys 


Ben ook one another; for better, for worſe. 


Then pr 'ythee, dear Chloe, ne'er aim to be; reat 3 7 


Let Love. be ee ne er mind an ſtate: 5 
You can never be poor, w og Lone all. .thoſe 1 


0 3 ſhall be, . when A n ** Arms: 5 


N 


* 0: N 0 ccxc. «9H. 5 K GA int 
Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vaurhall. 
INCE Wedlock's in Vogue, and ſtale Vinyls 
_ deſpis'd, 
To all Batchelors, greeting, theſe Lines are premis'd: 


I'm a Maid that would marry - ah! could I but Aol. 
(I care not for Fortune) a Man to my Mind,” 


(I care not for Fortune) a Man to my Mind. 


Not the fair-weather'd Fop,. fond of Faſhion and 
Dreſs; _ | 


Not the 2 * who can reliſh no Joys but the C Chace; 
Nor he, freeing. g Rake whom ol! Morals can 
* In 


e, Neither this, that, Ner ;tother's the Man tp my; Mind. 
Neither this, ge. ü 


1 
21 # it; 


Not the 0 . 0 Sot, WhO ropes ; World vithour 
End; 
Nor the Drone, who can't reliſh wh Bottle ani Friend 
„Vor the Fool, that” $ tos fond ; nor the Churl, that 
fl | unkind > Roto 
Neither this, that, nor t orders the Man vom Mind, | 
Neither ny Se., eq wile | 


r 
———— = 
B oy ear pp ne 


. 2 
n + * CG 


WW {4 4 — 1 . 


VE PI NSF yore ͤ—ͤ—ͤ— —— 


——— — — — — 
A 7 —_—_ — 
9 — 2 - 

— a 4 


Io 1 . Wet 


— 
3 
* 


97 r 
- — 9 
— — —— JR: — 5 
— — — 
WES a a 


TEL 


| Noe the Rich with full Bags, without , a 
| erit; 

Nor the Flaſh that's all Fury, without 7 Spi 

Nor the fine Maſter Fribble, the Scorn of M & 158 | 
Neither this, that, nor other's the Man to * Mind 


Neither this, ©; 


But the Found, , hom Good-Senſeand God: Nitin 
inſpire; 
5 Whom _ Brave muft einst and the Fair ſhould | 
| mire ; 3 | 5 
In whoſe Heart Love and Truth are with Honou W 
Faonjoin'd; 1 
This, this, and no other's the Man to my Mind. 
This, this, and no other's the * my Mind. 


Ebay so NG CCXCL. bobs 
Sung by Mi/s Brent and Mis Hallam, 
_ Love in a Vitlace. 


1 V.,. Brent. 5 
5 7 Hel. thou Nurſe of young Deſire, 
Fairy Promiſer of Joy, | 
Painted Vapour, Glow- worm Fire, 
TIemp'rate Sweet that ne'er can cloy : 
4, | Mijs Hallam. 
2 Hope thou Earneſt of Delight, 
Softeſt Soother of the Mind, 
-.-., Balmy Cordial, Proſpect bright, | 
Sureſ Friend the wretched as 2 3 
Kind Deceiver, latter ſtill , 
Deal out Pleaſures unpoſſeſt; 
With thy Dreams my Fancy fill, 


And in Wiſhes make me bleſt. Fo Og 
N 
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$ N CCXCH4- 0 i 
Sung by Miſs Brent, in Lovs in a e v 


WV. lein can you inherit 
So laviſh a Spirit, 


Confin'd thus, and chain'd to a Log? ? 
Now fondled, now chad, | 


— 


ure Permitted, forbid ; De NG: 

| 1 leading the Life of a Dog. b 

ul For Shame! you a Lover! 
More Firmneſs diſcover; I OPT 


Take Coura e, nor here longer mo 
Reſiſt, and be free; eien pe: 
Run Riot, like me; _ 

And, to wh the Picture, ab 


1 0 N 8 cx I. 
Sung hb Mil Brent, in Love in a Vicks; 


Y Heart's my own, m Will is free, 
And ſo ſhall be my Voice: 
No mortal Man ſhall wed with me, 
Till firſt he's made my Choice. 
Let Parents rule, cr Nature! s Laws, 
And Children ſtill obey GET 
And is there then no aving OP. 5 
W tyrannic Sway 775 5 | 


S © N 8 ccxclv. = 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in Love i in a VILLAGE. 


=: ay Ones and Great 
e the moſt of their Fate; | 
| From Pleaure to Pleaſure they r run: 
| NG N Well, 


Then, relapſing, fly to meet her, 


1 66] 

Well, who cares a INF. | 

I envy- them not, g 
While I have my Dos 3 my Gun, 

For Exerciſe, Air, : 

To the Fields I repair, - ä 
With Spirits pot and light: 8 

The Bliſſes I find, - 

No Stings leave behind, mY | 
But Health and Diverſion ei, bk 


5 8 ON G ccxcv. 
Sang by Mr. Mattocks, in Love in a VII LAC. 


Ir ILL in Hope t the better 
| Of my Fre tu „lame 1 
Swear this Moment to forget her, 

And the next my Oath deny. 


Now Proper ar*d with Scorn to treat her, 
Ev'ry Charm in Thought I brave; 


And confeſs myſelf her Slave. 1 
8 O0 NG ccxcvl. * 
Sung by My. Dunſtal, ix Love in a VILLAGE 
E LL, well, ſay no more; 
So you told me before ; Eo; 

1 hs the full Length of my . : 
Do you think I'm a Fool, 1 
That I need go to School! 4 

I can ſpell you, and put you cogether 
A Word to the Wiſe ' 
Will always ſuffice: _ 
Addſniggers! go talk to your Parrot, 
I'm not ſuch an Elf, 
Thof 1 ſay't of myſelf, . 
But 1 0 a * s Head from a pong 


E. 


t. 


6 J 


Sung by Ys 5 in ee, in a VitLace. 
H OW happy were my Days till now W-! 
I ne'er 90 Sorrow feel; 
With Joy I roſe to milk my Cow, - 
Or take my Spinning- Wheel. 8 | 
| My Heart was ligh ter than a Fly, 
Liks any Bird I ſung, 1 
Till he 3 Love, and I A 
Believ'd his flatt'ring Tongue. 
O the Fool! the filly, filly Fool, 
That truſts what Man may be! 
I wiſh J was a Maid again, 
And in my own Country. 


SONG CCXxCVII. 
Sung by Miſs Davies, in Love in a ViLLace. 


3 


ſeek 


But go up to Town in the Waggon next Week: 


A Service in London is no ſuch Piſgrace, 
And Regiſter's Office will get me a Place. 


Bet 2 went there, and ſoon met with a Friend; 
olks ſa 


hen why ſhou'd not I the fame Maxim purſue, 
ind better my Fortune, as other Girls do ? 


$ON G CCXCIX. 
Sung by Mr. Dunſtal, in Lovs in a VILLAGE 
Plague of thoſe Wenches ! they make ſuch 4 


Pother, 
When once they have let'n a Man have his Witt; 


13 * a as "7" ** or o 


N 


Sc Hedge proves ungrateful, no further I' . 


7 in her Silks ſhe's now ſtanding an End 0 


; 0 
1 — . . 5 — — bd, i= mee ave — — 2 
* pm ng rw 4 — - ts mend” rev a0 —_— — —— —— - -. 2 - 
— „c 2 œ——[—„ —ꝛ— Üd4 — 2 
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| And cry he's unkind i in his is 
What thof he ſpeak em ne'er ſo fairly, 5 
Still they keep teazing, teazing on: 8 
Vou cannot erſwade em, . 
Till Promile ) vou ve made em; - 
And after they ve got it, 
They'll tell you———ad rot 1 
Their Character's blaſted, they're ruin'd, undone : 
And then, to be ſure, wy 
There is but one Cure, —_— 
And all _ Diſcourſe i is of Merge 


| 8 ON 6G CCC.” 
Sung by M; 5 Hallam, in Loves i in a aViiuact, 
ELIEVE me, dear Aunt, W 
If you rave thus, and rant, Ss BY 
You'll never a Lover perſuade; | RU 
The Mecp will l fp, + --- - 
And leave you to die DR Ne 
52 (O, terrible Chance l) an old Maid. So _ 


"Mat ſhe 44 to. rr Paſs, 
Who ancient Virginity ſcapes! 
- ?Twere better on;Earth .. .  _. | 
HFave five Brats at a Birth, . 1 
Than in Hell be a Leader of Apes. | 1 : 


s ON ccc. 


Sung by Mr. Dunſtal, i Lovz in a VitLac. | 


As ever poor Fellow ſo plagu'd with a Vixen! 
VV Zawns! Madge, don' 15 provoke: me, but 


| mind what I ſa on, 
Vou' ve choſe a wrong Parſon for rplaying your Trickg 
80 1 up * 12 uw * wins, Fl 


3 


: [269]. | 
You'd better be quiet, « 
| And not breed a Rior z 353 
$'blood ! muſt I ftand prating with you bak * * 
T've got other Matters to mind; 
May hap you may think me an Aſs; 
But to the contrary you'll find: 
A fine Piece of Work by the Maſs ! 


'$0 N R cul. £2 % 8 
cog ln i Loyz in a IT | 


O NS ! ee ne er bluſh for a Trifle like 
this; 

What Harm with a Fair-one to toy and to kiſs ? 
The Greateſt and Graveſt (a Truce with Grimace) 
Wou'd 1 the ſame Tt, vere cons in 8 ſame 
Place | 

No Age, no Profeſſion, no Station i is free 1 
To ſovereign Beauty Mankind bends the 8 : ; 
That Power, reſiſtleſs, no Strength can oppoſe : _ 
We all love a pretty Girl — under the ng . | 


hls 8 ON G cent... eas 
| din by Mifs Hallam, in Lov in a VilLaoe, \ N 


HEN once Love's ſubtle Poiſon gains 
A Paſſage to the female Breaſt ; | 
Ruſhing, like Light” ning, thro? the Veins, '; EF 
Each Wiſh, and ev'ry Thought's poſſeſl. 
To heal the Pangs our Minds endure, 
Reaſon in vain its Skill applies 
Nought can afford the Heart a Cure, 
ny what is FROOY to the” TEA OR 
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a 
* 
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gang by Mr. Mattocks, in Lovs in a ViuLacs, : 


HI had I been by Fate decreed - | 
- O Some humble Cottage n 4 4 

In fair Raſſarta's Sight to feet 

My Flocks upon the Plain, 
What Bliſs had I been born to taſte, 
Which now I ne'er muſt know ? 

Te envious Pow'rs,! why have ye place d 

er, opined g Lot wy ow E 


s ON O. 
Sung 5 1 Mr. Beard, in Lovs i in a Vitiacs. 5 


HE honeſt Heart, whoſe Thoughts are clear 
From Fraud, Diſguiſe, and * bs 

Need neither Fortune's — . 

Nor court the Harlot's Smile. 


| The Greatneſs that would make u us grave, 


Is but an empty Thing; 
What more than Mirth would Mortals have? 
The chearful Man's a hg. FE 


S8 ON G cyl. 
| Sung by Mi; Hallam, i» Lovs in a VILLAGE. 


UPI D, God of ſoft Perſuaſion, 
Take the helpleſs Lover's Part: 
Seize, oh ſeize, ſome kind Occaſion | 4 
To reward a faithful Heart. | 


ſuſtly thoſe we Tyrants call, 
| Wo the Body wo _ en! | 
” Tyrants 


& "1. 


t Oamy 


%. 


. e ey "Ip OY 
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Tyrants of more cruel Kind, = 

Thoſe who would enſlave the Mind. 

Cupid, God of, . | | i” 


What is Grandear # How to Reſt "Up 
Childiſh Mummery at beſt, 

Happy I in humble State! 

Catch, ye Fools, the «5 50 Bait, 
Comm God of, Se. . 


Fi — 


s oN C — m 
Sang &y Mr. Mattocks, i Lovx in a vir Lac. | 


H! how hall I, in Language weak, 
My ardent Paſſion tell, 
Or form my fault'rin Tongue to ſpeak | 
That cruel Word, Farewell! 
Farewell-- but know, tho' thus we part, 
My Thoughts can never ſtray: - _ 
Go where I will, my conſtant Heart 
Muſt with my Charmer *. 


; 


» 


SON * c. = 
Sang by Mis Brent, in Lovs in a VitLacs. * 


OUNG: J am, and fore afraid : S 
Wou'd you hurt a 1 Maid 1 , 
Lead an Innocent aſtray 
Tempt me not, kind Si Ss, I pray. 
Men too often we believe ; 
And ſhon'diyou my Faith deceive, 
Ruin firſt, and — forſake, 
Sure my tender n we'd break. 
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8 ON G c. 


Td, Sung by Mr. Beard, Mi ifs Brent, and * iſt 
Hallam, in LovzE in a Wangen; 


Mr Den 1. 
E LL, come, let us hear what the Si muſt 
5 poſſeſs, 
Who may hope at your Feet to implore with Succeſs? 
Mi/s Brent, and Miſs Hallam. 
He muſt be, firſt of all, 
Straight, comely, and tall ; - 
Neither aukward, nor fooliſh ; 
Nor Apith, nor Muliſh; : 
Nor yet ou'd his Fortune be ſmall. 


Mr. Beard. | 
What think“ of a Captain? 
| | Mi Hallam. 
All Bluſter and Wounds ! 
| M. Beard. : 
What think f of a' Squire : 2 
| M ..- 
| To * left for his Hounds. ö 
Meß Brent, and Mi/s Hallam 
The Vouth who is form'd to m Mind, 
Muſt be gentle, obliging, and kind; 
Of all Things in Nature, love me, 
Have Senſe boch to ſpeak, and to ſee, 
Vet ſometimes be ſilent and blind. 
Me. Beard. 
'F ore George, a moſt rare matrimonial Recei pt. 
Trio. 5 
Obferve it, ye Fair, in the Choice of a Mate; ; 
Remember, *tis Wedlock determines your Fate. 


wm 4 


= 694) 
„% S0.NG .CEOK a. 
" oils They Rer. 


5 N all the Sex ſome Charms I find; 5 


1 I love to try all Womankind, 
The Fair, the Smart, the Witty, 
The Fair, the Smart, the Witty. 
In Cupid's Fetters, moſt ſevere, t 
I languiſh'd out a long, long Year, 
Ĩ)he Slave of waaton rs 
The Slave of wanton Kity, _ 
At length I broke the galling Chain, 
And ſwore that Love was endless Pain, 
One conſtant Scene of Folly, 
One conſtant, &c. 


I vow'd no more to wear the Yoke; . 5 


But ſoon T felt a ſecond Stroke, 
And figh'd for blue-ey'd Moth, 

And ſigh'd, Oe. „ 

With Treſſes next of flaxen Hue, 


- Yor Fenny did my Soul ſubdue, 


hat lives in yonder Valley, 
„ + 5 
Then Cupid threw another Snare, 
And caught me in the curling Hair 
Of little tempting Sa/hy, | 
Of little, Se. i WM 
Adorn'd with Charms, tho? blithe and 


My roving Heart from Bondage ſprung, 
This Heart of yielding Mettle, 


This Heart of yielding Mettle : 
And now it wanders here and there, 


By Turns the Prize of Brown and Fair, 


But never more will ſettle, . 
But never more will ſettle, . 
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8 ON G Cecxl. 
A Paſtoral Dialogue. Sung at an all. 


. AS TE, nts, Phillis, haſte, tis the fed 


of the May! 


lark, the Goldfinches ſing, to the Wood let's 


awa 


| Ys 
We'll pluck the pale Primroſe 3 3 bay, ſtart not, 


| my Dear, 
| I've ſomething to whiſper alone in your 5 
Il've ſomething to whiſper alone in your Ear, 


She. Excuſe me, fond Swain, it has often been ſaid, 
The Wood is unſafe for a Maiden. to tread ; 
And a wither'd old Gypſey, one Day I ef; y'd, 
Bid me ſhun the thick Wane, and * ome- 
; thing beſide, 
Bid me ſhun, Se. 


He. Tis alla mere Fable; there's 443 ORE to fright; 


There's Muſic all Day, and no Spectres at Night: 


No Creature but Capid, believe me, is there, 


And Cupid*s 2 N furely can't fear, 
And Cupid's, &c n 


$he. For all I could ſay, 1 arriy'd at the Wood, 
| Who wc gy your Deſign ? you may dare to be 
rude : 
80 I bid you farewel, and confeſs I'm <-ug; 


Left Cupid and you be too hard for a Maid, 
-Leſt- Cupid, &c. 


He. His DiRates you wiſely : at once ſhould approve, 


For pray what is Life? it is Pain without Love: 
Think how Youth, like the Roſe, tho' age 
ther'd, will faces 3 


Then quickly comply, leſt mol die an old Maid, 
Then ay * E 


_ 


She 


He. 


Bot 


| — Tab}. 
Che. * Thus coune as artful young Daphne was won; 


us courted, the yielded, was trick'd, and un- 


done; : 
And, Father than truſt the fine Things you have 
al 


Let my Beauty decay, and I'll] die an old Maid, 


Let my Beauty, &c. 


He. Believe not I'm faithleſs and falſe as the Wind; ; 
Pll be true as the Turtle, as fond, and as kind; 
Will lead you to Pleaſure untaſted before, 


And make you a Bride; can a Morel do more? 


And make you, &c. 


de. Then at once I'll comply, for I cannot «fey No; 
To-morrow to Church with my Shepherd VII go; 
To the Wood next, tho Cupid ſo talk dof be there, 
With Joy PU _ . en to all 8 = 


Butb. Ye * to the Woods never venture to 20; 3 


- 


Till the Prieſt join your Hands, you muſt anſwer - 


No, no: 


Ye Suing, mould your fair Ones be deaf to you 


You muſt wear the ſoft Chain; then they'll go 15 


where you will. 


You muſt wear the ſoft Chain; chen "_—_—_ go 0 


where you will. 


s Oo c. 3 Wo rh He z 


Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vaurball. = be 
1 ſing of my Lover all Ni ight and all Days. 


He's ever good-natur'd, and frolic, and gay; 


His Voice is as ſweet as the Nightingale's Lay, 
and well on his Bagpipe my Shepherd can play; . 
An 
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Anda bonny young Lad is my Fockey, 
And a bonny young Lad i is my Fookey. 


He ſays that he loves me, I'm witty, and fair, 
And praiſes my Eyes, and my Lips, and my Hair; 


| Roſe, Vi'let, nor Lily, with me can compare: 


If this be to flatter, tis pretty, I ſwear ; 
And a bonny, „ 


He kneel'd at my Feet, and with many a Sigh, 


He cry'd, Oh! my Dear, will you never comply ? 
7. you mean to deſtroy me, why do it; I'll die: 
trembled all over, and anſwer'd, Not I; 


And a bonny, Se. 
Awad the tall W he 4 ſo neat, 


And Sonnets of Love the dear Boy can repeat; 


He's conſtant, he's valiant, he's wiſe an Giferect ; : 


His Looks are ſo kind, and his Kiffes fo ſweet ; 3 


i And a bonny, Sc. 


At Eve, when the Sun ſecks Repole 3 in the Weſt, 


And May's tuneful Choiriſts all ſkim to their Net; 

When I meet on the Green the dear Boy I love bel, 

My. Heart is juſt ready to burſt from my Breaſt ; 
And a bonny, SWS. 


; But ſee how the Meadows are moaten's with if 


Come, come, my dear Shepherd, I wait but for you: 


We'll live for each other, both conſtant and true, 


And taſte the ſoft Raptures no Mortal e&'er knew: 
And a bonny young Lad is my Fockey, | 
And a 7 oath . Lad1 is my Jockey. 


8 ON 
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8 ON G CCCXIL 


CHARMIN CG Bey, . 


Set by Mr. Howard. Sung at Ranelagh. 


8818 T me, all ye tuneful Nine, 
With Numbers ſoft and witty; 
To Beh I inſcribe the Line, 
Then raiſe my humble Ditty: | 
To Be I inſcribe the Line, 1 
Then raiſe my humble Ditty. 


Catch, catch, ye Groves, the am'rous Song; 


And, as ye waft the Sound along, 
Attend, ye liſt'ning ſylvan Throng, 
To praiſe my charming 32%. 

My lovely, charming 5%. 


Let others ſing the cruel Fair, 


Who glories in undoing, f 
And proudly bids the Wretch deſpair, 
Rejoicing in his Ruin, ; 


And proudly, c. e 


Such haughty Tyrants I deteſt; 
And let me ſcorn them, while I reſt 


| yt > thy gently-ſwelling Breaſt, 


y lovely, charming B, 
My lovely, &c. OO i nd” 


The Roſe ll pluck to deck her Head, 
The Vi'let and the Panſy : . 
The Cowſtp too ſhall quit the Mead, + 
To aid my am'rous Fancy; 5 
The Cowſlip, &c. | | 
Ye fragrant Siſters of the Spring, 1 
ſhed your Sweets on Zephyr's Wing, 
Around my Fair your Odours fling, 
Around my charming Bey, 
Around, &c. "TEES Io We 


* 


* 


-£5k- - 


* 


e 


When Ev ning dapples o'er the Skies, 
The Sun no longer burning, 

5 Methinks I ſee before my Eyes 

Thy well-known Form returning. 

| On Hill or Dale, by Wood or Stream, 

Thou art alone my conftant Theme, 

My waking Wiſh, my Morning Dream, 
Thou lovely, charming Be yp, 1 
Thou lovely, rammen . 


SONG ccRV. = 


MYRTILLA, 


Ser by Mr. Howard. Sang at Ranelagh. 


E chearful Virgins, have ye ſeen 
My fair Myrtilla paſs the Green, 
To Roſe or Jeſs'mine Bow'r? | 
To Roſe or Jeſs' mine Bow'r? _- | 
Where does ſhe ſeek the Woodbine Shade ? 
For ſure ye know the blooming Maid, 
Sweet as the May-born Flow'r, 
Sweet as the May-born Flow'r, 


Her Cheeks are like the Maiden Roſe 
Join'd with the Lil ly as It grows, 

Where each in Sweetneſs vie, 8 
Where each in Sweetneſs vie. . 
Like Dew-Drops glitt'ring in the Morn, | 
When Phebus gilds the flow'ring urg, 5 
| _ Health { des i in her Eye, > 
Health ſparkles in her Eye. 


Her Song ts like the Linnet's Lay, 


rl That warbles chearful on the Spray, 


To hail the vernal Beam, 
To hail the vernal Beam. 


3 


Her 


[29] 
Her 1 is blicher than her Song ; 
Her Paſſions gently move along, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding Stream, 
Like the n Stream. 


SONG CCCXV, 
The ADVICE. 


Set by Mr. Howard. Sung at . : 
* E Nymphs, who to the Throne of Love 
With Hearts ſubmiſſive bow; 

Who hope the mutual Bliſs to prove, 

That crowns the nuptial Vow, | 

That crowns the nuptial Vow ; | | 
Thro' Caution's Glaſs, by Reaſon „ 

Oh! view your Lovers clearly, | 
Nor think to wed, till that preſent 

The Man that loves you dearly ; 
Nor think to wed, till that preſent | 

The Man that loves you dearly, | N 

The Man that loves you dearly. e 


still blind to Wiſdom's Ray, the Rake 
No ſocial Bliſs allows; 

and he who long has rov'd, muſt make | 
A good-for-nothing Spouſe, N 
A good- for- nothing Spouſe. „ 

Nor truſt the F op, tho' piteous Siche N 

Proclaim you've touch'd him clear; 

His own ſweet Charms too much he*ll Prize; 5 
Nor can he love you ng; 3 . 
His own, Cc. 


But when, with ev'ry manly Grace, 
A Youth of Soul refin'd, 

Who doating on your Form and Face, 
Thinks brighter ſtill your Mind, 
Thinks brighter ſtill your Mind ; 


- 7 
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; When ſuch ſhall for the Favour ſue, - 


Oh! yield your Hand fincerely, 


And you'll love him, and he'll love you, 


To Life's laſt Moment, dearly ; 


And you'll love him, and he'll love you, 


To Life's laſt Moment, dearly, 


To Life's laſt Moment, dearly. 


©. 8-Q-N:/G-,CCCHVL. :- 
TheQuzzmw of May. 
Set by Mr. Howard. Sung at Ranelagh. 
VR Nymph and Shepherd, brin 
E Tributes to the Queen of May; 


o 


Rifle for her Brows the Spring; 
Make her as the Seaſon gay, 
Make her as the Seaſon gay. 

Teach her then, from ev'ry Flow'r, 

How to uſe the fleeting Hour; 

Teach her then, from ev'ry Flow'r, 

How to uſe the fleeting Hour, 

How to uſe the fleeting Hour. 


Now the fair Nareiſſus blows, 


With his Sweetneſs now delights ; 


By his Side, the maiden Roſe 
With her artleſs Bluſh invites, 
- With her, Se. | | 
Such, ſo fragrant, and ſo gay, 
Is the blooming Queen of May ; 
Such, ſo fragrant, &c. EN 


Soon the fair Narciſſus dies, 


' Soon he my his languid Head; 


From the Roſe her Purple flies, 
None inviting to her Bed, 
None, Oe. 85 = þ 5 


5 


8 


*. 


pO SO MES. 


B 
N 
Bl 
W 
W 


zucht 


2811 


such, tho' now ſo ſweet and gay, 
Soon ſhall be the on, oe of May's 3 
-Such, we now, 


Tho- thou art a — Queen, ; 

By the Suffrage of the Swains, 
Beauty, like the vernal Green, 

In thy Shrine not long remains, 

In thy Shrine not long remains. 
Bleſs, then, quickly bleſs. the Youth, _ 
Who deſerves thy Love and Truth; 
Bleſs,. then, quickly, bleſs the Youths | 
Who deſerves thy Love and Truth, 

Who deſerves thy Love and Truth. 


8 2 N 8 - CCCXVIL. 
| AMAN DA. 
Set by Mr. Howard. Sung at Ranelagh. 


d Y the dew-beſp rinkled Roſe; - 
By the Blackbird piping clear F 


By the Weſtern Gale, that blows _ ” 


Fragrance on the vernal Year; _ 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, „ 
Nor let him 2 figh in vain: _ 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 


Nor let him longer bah in van. 1 46-8 


dy the Cowſlip, clad in Gold ; 


dy the filver Lily's Light; 2 : Z 


By thoſe Meads, where you behold 
ature rob'd in Green and White; 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
ind to his Sighs, oh | ſigh again: 


val, Se. 


* 
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By the Riv'let's rambling Race; 
By the Muſic that it makes; 


By bright Sol's inverted Face, 


Who for the Stream his Sky —_ 3 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 


And into Joy convert his Pain: 


Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, [a ph 


And into 0 Joy convert his e | 


8 0 N G cv . 
Pi An DER and SYLVIa, 4 Paftoral Diakgu, 
Ser by Mr. Howard. Sung at Ranelagh, - 

HI He Bloſſoms deck each verdant 
And Fob ban {the Sorts of May, 
I'll leave my Flock to frolic free, 


And tune my Pipe alone for thee, 
And tune my Pipe alone for thee. 


Phil, 


| Hlvia. What if thy Flock ſhould leave the Plain, 


While Tray is ſleeping by my Swain? 
Would'f thou not think the Minutes dear, 
And rail at me that kept thee here? 

And rail, 98 5 


Pzbil. Firſt ſhall the Lark forget his Fiots,. 


The Linnet ſtop his liquid Throat. 
Sylvia. So oft you game, ſome Shepherds ſays 
And only jeſt, when you betray, | 
And only, &c, bee we" 
' Deck but your, * with Truth PR 5 
My Virgin Heart ſhall be your own, 


Phil. The Turtle ſhall forſake his Lore, 


Ere I to thee * 4 
me I, Sf. ; fe * | * 
Bath, 


[283] 


B. When Beauty opens all her Charms. 18 
And Honour flies to Beauty's Arms, mt 
Sweet Peace and Love take up their Crown, 
And Virtue then aſcends her Throne, 
And Virtue then aſcends her Throne. 


The CovnTaxy WBZD DINO. 
Ser by Mr. Howard. Sung at Ranelagh. 
'E LL met, pretty Nymph, ſays a jolly young 


To a lovely young Shepherdeſs crofling the Plain; 
Why ſo much in haſte? (now the Month it was May ) 
Shall I venture to aſk you, fair Maiden, which Way? 
Then ſtraight to this Queſtion the Nymph did reply, 
With a Smile on her Look, anda Leer on her Eye, 
I came from the Village, and homeward Igo; 
And now, gentle Shepherd, pray why would you know? 

[ hope, pretty Maid, you won't take it amiſs, _ 
If I tell you the Reaſon of aſking you this; 3 
Iwould ſee you ſafe home, (the Swain was in 
Of ſuch a Companion if you would approve: 
Your Offer, kind Shepherd, is civil, Io W w, 
But ſee no great Danger in going alonm wi 
Nor yet can I hinder, the Road being free 
For one as another, for you as for mm. : FRET 
No Danger in going alone, it is true, W ITT”, 
But yet a Companion is pleaſanter too; „ 
And if you — like (now the Swain he took Heart) 


duch a Sweetheart as me, we never would part: 
Oh! that's a long Word, ſaid the Shepherdeſs then; 
Pve often heard ſay, there's no minding you Men: 
You'll ſay and unſay, and you'll fatter, tis true; 
Then leave a young Maiden, the firſt 3 


Jo 
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Ok! judge not ſo harſhly, the Shepherd reply'd ; 


To prove what I ſay, I will make you my Bride; 
To-morrow the Parſon (well ſaid, little Swain) 
Shall join both our Hands, and make one of us twain : 


Then what the Nymph anſwer'd to this is not ſaid ; 


The very next Morn to be ſure they were wed : 
Sing hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle down; 
Now when ſhall we ſee ſuch a Wedding in Town? 


eee --- - | "og 
„ e OE 
Ser by Mr. Howard. Sung at Ranelagh. 
EASE, Cupid, ceaſe thy fond Alarms, 
For I am fafe from future Harms; | 

My Heart, once free, ſhall ne'er again 
Or feel Love's Pleaſure, _ 2 

Or feel Love's Pleaſure, or its Pain: 

No; from this Day, this very Hour, 
I turn a Rebel to thy Pow'r ; 8 
Since Truth and Honour cannot move, 
What, what have I to do with Love? _ 
What, what have I to do with Love? 


A Nymph more fair I ne'er ſhall find 
Than lovely, faithleſs Ro/alinds 
Beware, ye Swains, nor truſt your Eyes: 
The Wretch who gazes, ſurely dies: | 
No Swain could vie in Bliſs with me; | 
No Nymph &er ſeem'd more fond than ſhe, 
Who vow'd by each dread Pow'r above; 

Then what had I to do, but love? 

"Then what,' Se. 


But when ſhe found I hugg'd my Chain, 
Nor wiſh'd for Liberty again, 


Fhe! 


6 


IL 285 1 | „ 
she bid me all my Hopes give o'er,” .. SOD 3 
And think of her and Love no more 
Say then, if ſhe no longer deign g 
To hear my Vows, or ſoothe my Pain; 
If ſhe no more my Verſe approve,” © 
What, what have to do with Love? © 5; | 
What, what, Se. 5 5 BF. (6; 


Henceforth adieu, ye obs Pair 1 W 
To Scenes far diſtant I'Il repair: 
In deſert Plains, and Foreſts made 111 bl 

I'Il court my Miſtreſs, Solitulle © 

No more ſhall faithleſs Woman's Art apt Go A 
Inſnare my fond believing Heart; EY 
Like Nature's Son, at large III rove, 

And have no more to do with Love, 

And have no more to do with Love, „ 
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SONG CCCXXL. 99 6 N 
Colin and PHozne. 


Set by Mr. Howard. Sung at i 


HERE the Jeſſamine ſweetens the Bow”? r. 
And Cond s adorn the gay II: 
The Roſes, 'refreſh? Fi by the Show'r, Y 
Contribute to brighten the Scenem 
The Roſes, refreſh'd by the Show'r,, © .- 
Contribute to bri 9 the Scene... br » 
In a Cottage, retir'd, there live 10 7 
Voung Colin, and Phabe the Fair; 
The Bleflings each other receive, 
In mutual Enjoyments they ſhare 3 - 
The moral each other receive 
In mata ene pr 191 118 
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She | 
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And the Lads ae the Laſſes that dwell on the 8 
Sing in Praiſe of fair Phbe, and Colin ** . 


The Sweets of Contentment ſupply - 
The Splendor and Grandeur of Pride ; 3 
No Wants can the Shepherd annoy, © + 
While bleſt with his beautiful Bride ; 
No Wants, Cc. 
He wiſhes no greater Delight 
Than to tend on his Lambkins by Day, 
And return to his Phæbe at hg 5 
His innocent Toil to oy 5 
And return, Se. en 
And the Lads tell the Laſſes, in os to U 
They're as conſtant as Colin, who lives i in the mate. 


If delighted her Lover appears, 5 "ay 
The fair One partakes of his Bliſs: _ 1 Sr | 
If dejeRted, ſhe Ko thes all his Cares 
And Lads all his Pains with a Kiſs; ; 
; If dej jected, Ee. | 15 | 
She deſpiſes the artful N . 
That is practis'd in City and Court; 
2 Happineſs no where complete, 
But ee Shepherds and Nymphs do reſort; ; 
Thinks Happineſs, Cc. 
And the Lads tell the Laſſes they die in Deſpair, 
Unleſs they're as kind as Phabe the Fair. 


Ye Youths, who're accuſtom'd to rove, 
And each innocent fair One betray, _ 

No longer be faithleſs in Love, 

The i steg of Honour obey; 

No longer be faithleſs in Love, 

e ace of Honour obey: 

Ye Nymphs, who with Beauty are bleſt, 
With a improve ev ry Grace; 


The Charms of the Mind, when nl ui 
Will dignify thoſe of the Face; 


Pl Cn 9 
The Charms of the Mind, * 0 
Will dignify thoſe of the jen p aſe, 


And, ye Lads and ye Laſſes, whom men has : 
Like Cala, be conſtant, like Pils, be kind +jin S 


s ON G CCCXXI. 


Cos PURPOSES... Sung at . 


O M loves Mary paſſing well, A 
And Mary e Herkh i SE? 11 | 4 5 n 
Bar Kees gh for Bull, 2 4: "23 -- ms 
' And finds his Love mi arry; ; = pi ial al 
For bonny Bell for Thomas burns, . Mi 
Whilſt Mary flights his Palins 7 6 --: 
e So ſtrangely freakiſh are the Turns HDD. 80 
Of Human Inclination. E TOTS. - 


Moll gave Hall a Wreath of Flow? bs 
Which he, in am'rous Folly, 
Conſign'd to Bell, and in few Hours 
It came again to Molly: 5 

Thus all by Turns are ONT and Koo, 8 
No Turtles can be truer; "> 
Each loves the Obje® they purſue, 

But hates the kind Purluer, 


As much as Mary Themas grieves, 5 e 
Proud Hall del iſes Mary 1 
And all the Flouts which Bell receives Fa > 
From Tom, the vents on Harry : | '\ 
If one of [All the four has frown'd, N | 
You ne'er ſaw People grummer ; 
If one has ſmil'd, it catches round, 

And all are in Good-Humour. 


Then, Lovers, hence this Leſſon lern, 
Throughout the Britiſh Natien 5 ©, TE 
How much tis ev*ry one's Concern © 

To ſmile at Reformation, fr And 
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And gill, thro! Life, this Rule purſue, _ 

; Whatever Objects ſtrike you, 
Be kind to them that fancy e, eee 

1 That thoſe you love may like you. 


s ONO CCexxm. 
| Apviex to the Fain SX. Sing at Vauxhall, | 


DORGT VE, ye Fair, nor take i it wrongs 
If ought too much I do: 
ermit me, while I give my Song, mY 
To give a Leſſon too, "ol 
Jo give a Leſſon too. 
Let Modeſty, that Heav'n- born Maid, 
Your Words and Actions grace; 


"Tis this, and only this, can add _ ] 
: New Luſtre to your Face, 5 
2 New Luſtre to your Face, _ 1 500 


"Tis this that paints the e Checks | 


Bey ond the Pow'r of Art; F 
And ev'ry real Bluſh beſpeaks 5 | 
The Goodneſs of your Heart. JI ww 
The Goodneſs of your Heart. e KF 
This Index of a virtuous Mind 


Your Lovers will adore ; 

_ Tis this will leave a Charm behind, 
When Bloom can charm no more, 
When Bloom can charm no more. 


Inſp rd by ka; to idle Men 
| With nice Reſerve behave ; 
And learn, by Diſtance, to maintain 
The Pow'r your Beauty gave, 
The Pow'r your, al A 
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For this, when Beauty muſt decay, „ 1 
Vour Empire will protect; ee 
The Wantdn pleaſes for a Day, 
But ne'er creates Reſpe 
But ne'er creates - co-op 


With this their filly Jeſts reprove, 
When Coxcombs dare intrude ; 
Nor think the Man is worth your Love, 
Who ventures to be rude, 
Who ventures to be rude. "$6 
Your Charms, when cheap, will ever ru, gb £42 
They ſully with a Touch; TE OA 
And, tho? we mean to grant not all, e Is 
We often grant too much, =_ 
We often grant too much. | 1 
But patient let each virtuous . = : = 
Expect the gen'rous Youth, _ = 
Whom Heav'n has doom'd her Heart to ſhare, | 
And bleſs'd with Love and Truth, _—- = 
And bleſs'd with Love and Truth; | ' 


| For him alone preſerve her Hand, „ » ko 
And wait the happy Day, „„ 9 
M. > he with Juſtice can command. = 
And ſhe with Joy obey, | 5 9 
And the with Joy obey. Fo LS: 
FO 
& „ 
; SONG cccxxiv. 4 ' 1 
Ser by Mr. Arne. Sung by Mr. Lowe. 57 - = 


Seek not at once in a Female to find | 
The Form of a.Yenus with Pallas's Mind; 5511 
et the fair One I love have but Prudence in view, | 
That, tho” ſhe deceive, I may ſtill think her true: 0 
e her Perſon not beauteous, but pleaſing and clean; 7 
let 7291 * be 8 and open her — 
: / 


'For White or for Red, — for White or for 


May her Tongue, that dread Weapon in moſt of thesel; FA 
Be employ'd to to deligh us, and not to „ 3 Aff ; 


The Lover, who talks of his Suff rings and Smart, 


5 2 * 290 | bt 
By Folly. Ill-nature, nor Vanity —_ F; 


Nor indebted to Paint, —nor indebted to i int, 


6-7 / ; 
ed. TR 
N 11 


Let her not be too bold, nor frown at a Jeft,, 17 
For Prudes I deſpiſe, and Coquettes I deteſt: K 
May her Humour the Taſte of the Company hit, 


ng affectedly wiſe, nor too pert with her V it: 


Go find out the Maid that is form'd on my Plan, 1 
And I'll love her for ever, —T'll love her for er, 


—1 mean, if, ane mean, if 1 8 1 


& 


8 O N G c x xv. 
Sung in the CrayLer. ' 


USH about the briſk Bowl, twill enliven theHear 
While thus we fit round on the Graſs : 


Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs, an As, 
Deſeryes to be reckon'd an Aſs. 


8 The Wretch, who ſits watching his il. gottes Pell, 


And wiſhes to add to the Maſs, . 
Whate'er the Curmudgeon may think of himſelf, \ 


Deſerves to be FORO an A. 
Deſerves, c. 5 ä 1 
The Beau, who, ſo ſmart with his vel order Hair "Ni 
An Angel beholds in his Glaſs, * Fr 
— thinks with Grimace to ſubdue all the Fair, Ar 
* to be reckon d an Als, Ar 
Deſerves, De. 8 3 | Ne 
The laxchant from Climate to Climate will am He 


f . Wealth/ to _— p He 


»Y 


Fa 15 

And d ett, while he's wand'ring, my. Lady at home 
Claps the Horns of an Ox on n many IT 
, Claps the Horns, &c, 


The Lawyer ſo grave, when he puts in his . 
With Forehead well fronted with Braſs, „„ 
Tho“ he talk to no Purpoſe, he pockets your F ee; 

There you, my good H are an es 
There you, 22 


A * I 
55 


3 


The formal Phyſician, who knows ev 77 * 1 5 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this Claſs; 9 2 

The fick Man a while m confide.i in his Skill, 
But Death proves the e Boctor ak „ „„ 
But Death, &c. e 


Then let us, Cosipastons, be josial bare 3 2 

= By Turns take our Bottle and Laſ sj 
For he who his Pleaſure puts off 6, an A Day, 

| Deſerves to basel an A an Ab. 
e Who reckon'd an Aſs.” ! 0 4 


$3 1 2 25 F £ % E 4 +7 


"ION 6; ccc 
$7 by Mr. Baildon. Sung by Mr. Las 15 


W H E N firſt by fond Damon Flawella was ſeen; 
He ſlightl 2. egarded her Air and her Mien, 
He ſlightly r er Air and her Mien: 
The Charms of her Mind he alone did 3 
Nor warm a8 4 Lover, but cool as à Friend; 5 
From Friendſhip, not Paſſion, his Raptures did age, 

And he boafted his Heart was a Stranger to Lov 

And: he boaſted his Heart was a Stranger (G61 


New Charms he Uiſcover'd; as more ſhe was nit *. nM 
Her Face grewa Wonder, mn 
Her Face, Oe. 

O 2 Hee 


* 


9 


% 0 
l 


% 8 


F 
Her Manners were gentle, her Senſe was refin'd, - 
And ev*'ry-dear Virtue beam'd forth in her Mind: 
I Still, ſtill for the Sanction of Friendſhip he ſtrove, 
Till a Sigh gave the Omen, and ſhow'd it was Love, 
Till a Sigh, Sr. | Bulls: EM, 


*Now, proud to be conquer'd, he fighs for the Fair, 
Grows dull to all Pleaſure, but being with her, 
Grows dull, H. poet, x” 
He's mute, till his Heart-ftrings are ready to break ; 

For Fear of offending forbids him to ſpeak; 
And wanders a willing Example to prove, 
That Friendſhip with Woman is Siſter to Love, 

TR Frehamip, Bio ꝓ8 


2 


/// 


A Lover thus conquer'd can ne'er give Offence ; 
Not a Dupe to her Smiles, but a Slave to her Senſe, 
Not a Dupe to her Smiles, but a Slave to her Senſe, 
His Paſſion nor Wrinkles nor Age can allay, 
Since founded on that which can never decay; 
And Time, that can Beauty's ſhort Empire remove, 
Increaſing her Reaſon, increaſes his Love, 
Increafing her Reaſon,, increaſes his Love. 


. 


nn, 
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K 7 OU tell me I'm handſome, (I know not how true) 
3 And eaſy, and chatty, and good-humour'd too; 
That my Lips are as red as the Roſe- bud in June, 
And my Voice, like the Nightingale's, ſweetly in Tune: 
All this has been told me by twenty before; 
But he that would win me muſt flatter me more, 
But he that would win me muſt flatter me more. 


* 


> 


J 
7 


* 


1. Beauty from Virtue receive no Supply, 


* | E | [29] Cs, 


Or Prattle from Prudence, how wanting am I! _ 
My Eaſe and Good-Humour ſhort Raptures will bring; 
My Voice, like the Nightingale's, knows but a Spring: 
For Charms ſuch as theſe then your Praiſes give o'er; 
To love me for Life, you mult love * ſtill A | 


To love me, &c. 


Then talk not to me of a Sha of an AS 5 


For Chloe the Wanton can riv "ms there : 


'Tis Virtue alone that makes Beauty look 8% 5 - 
eD 7h 


And brightens Good-Humour as Sun-ſhine 


For that if you love me, your Flame may be true, 
And I, in my Turn, may be taught to love too, | 
W I, in my W may be taught to love too. 


8 0 N G CCCXxxvur. 
Sung in the Char Er, by Mr. Beard. 


* 


you ſay, at your Feet that I wept in Deſpair, 
And vow'd that no Angel was ever ſo fair: 
How could you believe all the Nonſenſe I ſpoke-? 
What know we of Angels? —I meant it in Joke, 


I next ſtand indicted for ſwearing to love, 


And nothing but Death ſhould my Paſſion remove : 
I have lik'd you a Twelvemonth, a Calendar-Year ; 
And not yet contented Have Conſcience, my Dear, 


s ON G cœcxxix. 
| Sung by Mrs. Vernon. 
VE is ev'ry fond Endeavour 


To reſiſt the tender Dart; 
For Examples move us never; 


We * feel, to _ the Smart 
| 3 


When 


t 294 1 3 
When the Shepherd ſwears he's dying, 
And our r ſets to View; | 
Vani „her Aid ſupplying, . 5 | 
0 us think tis all on „ = 
Bids us think tis all our Due. 


Softer than the vernal Breezes 
Is the mild, deceitful Strain; 
Prowning: Truth our Sex diſpleaſes 3 

Flatt'ry never ſues in vain : 

But, too ſoon, the happy. Lover 
Does our tend'reſt py 5 deceive: 

Man was form'd to be a Royer, 
Fooliſh Woman to believe, 
Fooliſh Woman to believe. 


s | Da MON, © 0h 
T. Goddeſſes danding together, 
Thus puzzled young Paris one . 42 4 
Can I judge the Value of either, | 0 
. 1 bear ſo equal a Sway ? 


pPasToRA. 
. Ren ib my Wit and Ct. | 
_ Conſider my Perſon likewiſe 3... 
I never was us'd to petitionz _ 
But pr*ythee make uſe of your WY 


LAURA. * 
No Merit 1 plead, but my Paſſion ; 
I was needleſs to mention your Vow : 
Reflect, with a little Compaſſion, _ 
On what tus poor Boſom feels now. 


| DamoR. | 


#5 295. 1. 
Dues. + 


Some Genlds direct me, or Demon, 
Or elſe I may chance to chooſe wrong: 

Von re Part of the Goods of Palemon; [7 Pai 0 
4 give 1 to whom 3 belong. 


s ON cccxxxf. 
Jung in the orn. 


1 Know that my Preto. is charming, ; 
Beyond what a Clown can diſcover 

That Dowdy, your Senſes alarming, 
Proves W. at a dull Thing is a Lover. 


T1 quit the dull Plains for the City, 5 
Where Beauty is follow'd by Merit: 

* Your Taſte, ſimple Damon, I'pity; _ 

Your Wit who would wiſh to inherit a 


Perhaps you may think you perplex me, 
And that I my Anger would ſmother: 
The Loſs of one Lover can't vex me; 


My Charms will procure me another, 


Ine er was more pleas'd, I aſſure you; 


(How odious they locke! 1 can't bear em me 4 


I wiſh you much Joy of your Fu 
| wh te into Pieces could tear! 'em J) 


8 


* * 
8 # } * 


1 + 
3 >. 


pee 2 


Nor Re to his Vows one young Mo 
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Tong; in the CRAPLEY,” by Mr. Beard, and 2 


Vernon. 
Da MON, 


. . all Day I will fit at your r Side, | 


"hoes Hs far ſtretching ofer-arch the cool 
ide; 


And, while the clear River runs purling along, 


E . "Thruſh and the Linnet contend in their Song, 


The Thruſh and the Linnet contend in their og. 
LAURA. | 


While you are but by me, no Danger I 8 ; 


Ye Lambs, reſt in Safety, my Damon is near; 


Bound on, ye blithe Kids, now your Gambols may 


ö plvales\* | 
For my Shepherd i is kind, and wy Heart i is at Eaſe, 


For my Shepherd, Wc, © 


Danton, ” 
Ye Virgins of Britain, bright Rivals of 8 . 
The Wiſh of each Heart, and the Theme of each Lay; 
Ne'er yield to the Swain till he make you a Wife, 
For he who loves truly will take you fo ft . g 
For he Who, Oe. 


1 


. Youths, who feay nought but the Frowns of 3 


Fair, 


Tis yours to relieve, not to add to their Care à 


Then ſcorn to their Ruin Aſſiſtance to lend, 


Nor betray the ſweet Creatures you're born to defend, 


Nor betray, Sc. 


Dunn's: : 
For their Honour and Faith be ak wt 15 
erd be . 


V. 


% 
7 
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Be their Moments all guided by Virtue and Truth, 


To preſerve in their Age what they gain'd i in weir 


Youth, 
To preſerve in their Age what they gain'd in their 
"- Youth. : 
PR . N. G. CCCXXXIIT. | 
Sung in the CHAPLET. - 


Quite fick of his Bondage, can ſuffer his Chain:: 


Fog: my Paftora, no longer your Swain, 


ay, arm not your Brow with ſuch haughty Diſdain; 


My Heart leaps with Joy to be free once * 


Sing tol derol derol, 
Derol tol lol derol 10l. lol; 
Sing tol derol lol lol lol derol. 


J'Il hve like the Birds, thoſe ſweet Tenants of ft ; 
Who always are ſportful, who always are gay; 
How ſweetly their Sonnets they carol all Day ! 


Their Love is but Frolic, their Courtſhip but : Play. 


Sing tol derol, &c. 


= ® 


If ſtruck by a Beauty they ne'er ſaw before 


In chirping ſoft Notes they her Pity implore: 


She yields to Intreaty ; and when the Fit's o'er, 
*Tis a. hundred · to ten that they never meet e | 


— „ 
> 
% 


Sin 8 tol derol, c. 


$,0 NG C ͥx x . 
Sung in the harr Er, by Mr. Beard.. 


ECLARE, my. pretty Maid, 
Muſt my fond. Suit miſcarry ? 
Wich you Pll toy, PII kiſs and play; 1 
But hang me if I marry, hang me if I 9 
With you Pl toy, Pll kiſs and, play 
Wee I marry. UT + 
Oo 3 7. „ - hems 


, 3 


"þ 298 * „„ 
"Shen ſpeak your Mind an,, 7 ot 
Nor let me longer tarry-: 15 
| With you I'll toy, PII kits and play ; "Ps 
But hang me if I marry | 
Witch you, &c. 
|. Tho? Charms and Wit afail, | 
3 The Stroke I well can parry : 
I love to kiſs, to toy and play; 
But do not chooſe to marry : | 
© Love, Se. | 
__ Young Molly of the Dale 

Makes a mere Slave of Harry; 
Becauſe, when they had toy'd and: Kid, 
The fooliſh Swain would marry; 
Becauſe, Sc. | 


"Theſe fix d Reſolves, my Dear, 


11 toy, and kiſs * i * 
But han me if I marry. | 


8 © NG - CCCXXNXV. 
Sung by Mrs. Vincent, at Vauxhall. 
EBT me wander not unſeen _ 
By hedge-row Elms on Hillocks green; 
There the Ploughman, near at hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd Land; 
And the Milkmaid fingeth blithe, 1 
And the Mower whets his Scythe ; 
And ev*ry Shepherd tells his Tale 
Under the Hawthorn in the Dale. 


Or let the merry Bells ring round, 

And the jocund Rebecs ſound 5 

To many a Youth and rope i Mad 
1 el in the er Shade. 


2 * 
* * 


I to rave will carry ; 

With you I toy, and kiſs and plays 3 

But Rang ime if I marry, —hang me if. 9 | 
Wich you} | 


S 8 7 : 
ESRI ² i ˙¼ . ²— ²˙—⅝rðs?œ ... 


I en een ng nt a 
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3 O N Ccxxx VII jt xv 
Sung by Mr. Beard. „„ re _ 


t 


IHE Women all tell me I'm falſe to wy 126, 

That! quit my poor Chloe, and ſtick to my Glaſs; 
B to you, Men of Reaſon, my Reaſons III own; 
And, it you don't like them, why—let them alone. 


Altho' T have left her, the Truth PlI declare: * 
I believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair: 
But Goodneſs and Charms in a Bumper I ſee, 
That make it as good and as charmitg. as ſhe, 


My Cle had Dimples and Smiles, I muſt own :: 
But, tho'ſhe could ſmile, yet in Truth ſhe could frown : 
But tell me, ye Lovers of Liquor divine, 

Did you eber ſee a Frown in a Bumper of Wine ? 


Her Lilies and Roſes were juſt in their Fills ; 
Yet Lilies and Roſes are conquer'd by Time: 
But in Wine, from its Age, ſuch a Benefit flows, 
That we like it the better, the older it grows. 1 


They tell me, my Love 8 in 1 have been 
cloy d, ; 

And that Beauty's inſipid LET once tis enjoy? d's 

But in Wine I both Time and Enjoyment defy.; - 

For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am DAT * 4, 2 


Let Murders, and Battles, and Hiſtory prove 
The Miſchiefs that wait upon Rivals in Love: 
But in drinking, thank Heav'n, no Rival contends; 

For the more we love Liquor, the more we are F nende, Ns” 


She too might have poiſon'd the Joy of my Life. 

With Nurſes, and Babies, and Squalling and Strife : 
But my Wine neither Nurſes nor Babies can bring; 
Ang a OTE Bottle s a mighty $92.1 4 a 
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We ſorten our Days when with Love we engage . 
It brings on Diſeaſes, and haſtens Old A 

But Wine from grim Death can its Votaries ſave, 


And keep out t'other 1 when there's one in the 


5 SGrave. 
| chaps; like her Sex, ever falſe to their Word, 


\- She has left me, to get an Eſtate, or a Lord: 
But my Bumper en nor Title or Pelf) 


Will ſtand by me when I can't ſtand by myſelf. 
Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain 
She's rid of her A and I of my Pain: 


For in Wine, mh Chat ine, many Comforts I ſpy : 
Should * doubt what 5 1 take a Bumper and OY” 


8 ON G o kxxxV. 
hos 122 Mrs, Clive in As YOU LIKE 17. 


H TN Daiſies py'd, and Vi'lets blue, 
And Cuckow-buds of yellow 8 11 
And Lady-ſmocks all filver * 15 

Do paint the Meadows with Delight; ; 


The Cuckow then, on ev'ry Tree, © 


Mocks marry'd Men; for thus ſings he: 
Cuckow'!* Cuckow ! oh! Word of Fear, 
Unpleaſing to a marry' d Ear, 
Unpleaſing to a marry'd Ear. 


: When Shepherds pipe on oaten Straws, 


Aud merry Larks are Ploughmen's Clocks 
When Turtles tread, and Rooks and Daws, _ 
And Maidens bleach their Summer Smocksz 
The Cuckow then, on ev'ry Tree, 5 
Mockes marry'd Men; for thus ſings he: ' 
: Cuckow | Cuckow !. oh Word o Fears: "Eee 
== to a na 2 | © 
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Ser by Mr. Baildon. 


F Love's a ſweet Paſſion, how can it torment > 
If bitter, oh! tell me whence comes my Content? ⁵⁶ü 
Since I ſuffer with Pleaſure, why ſhould I complain, 
Or grieve at my Fate, ſince I know tis in vain? % 
Vet ſo pleaſing the Pain is, ſo ſoft is the Dart, 11 
That at once it both wounds me, and tickles my 
1 graſp her Hand gently, look languiſhing down, 
45 85 aſſionate Silence I make my Love known? 
But oh! how I'm bleſt, when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing Miſtake to diſcover her Love! 
When, in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her Flame, ⁵ 
And our Eyes tell each other what neither dare name. 


How pleaſing is Beauty! how ſweet are the Charms! 1 
How delightful Embraees! how peaceful her Arms Ml 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 0 
Tis taught us on Earth, and by all Things above: 
And to Beauty's bright Standard all Heroes muſt nl 
„„ TD TN = 
For 'tis Beauty that conquers and keeps the faix Wl 
| Field. e 1 - 
$0N 6 cccx xxx 

| Hors: 4 Paſtoral. Set by. Mr.. Arneq 2 \ 
MHV Banks are alt furnifh'd with Bees, WM 
3 Whoſe Murmur invites one to ſleep / 
My Grottoes are ſhaded with Trees, + Bid 


And my Hills are white- over with Sheep: Wk 
AE” I cam W 


4 
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I ſeldom have met with a ws E 
Such Health do my Fo ns ee ; 
My Fountains all border'd with Mofs, © ' 
Where the Hare-bells _ 1 5 grove, «> 
Where the Hare-bells and Violets gro- . 


1 have found out à Gift for my Fair, 
I have found where the Won rams breed ; 
| But let me that Plunder forbea; 
Sbe'll fay” *twas a: barbarous Deed, | 
For he ne'er could be true, ſhe — | 
Who could rob a poor Bird of its Young : : - 
1 lov'd her the more when I heard © 
Such Tenderneſs fall from her AIcve, 
"= Such Tenderneſs, Se. | 
A "B t where does my Phyllida ſtrayy/ ?? 
3 PI where are 4 5 _ her Bow'rs ? 
Are the Groves and the Valleys as gay, 
And the nen as gentle, as ours? 
The Groves may rr 175 be as fair, 
And the Face of the Valleys as fine; 
The Swains may in Manners compare, . 
But their Love is not equal to mine, 
. their Love 4 is not equal. to mine. 


| 8 ON G cccxl. 
9 In the CAPI ZT. 
H AT Met eine can ſoften the debe Som 
Smart ? 
What Lethe can baniſh the Pain? | 
What Cure can be met with to ſoothe the fond Heart 
That's broke by a faithleſs young Swain ? | 


In hopes to forget him, how vainly I try - + 
The Sports of the Wake and the Green! 15 * 

When Colin is dancing, I ſay with a Sigh, A 

Sha nd my Deren was ſeen. c 
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L 393 T: 25 | 
When to the pale Moon the ſoft Nightingales moan 
In Acctnts ſo piercing and clear . 
* Tp not ſo 12 eetly, I cry, with a Groan, 15 1 
en n my dear Damon was here. — ll 
A Cane of Willow my Temples ſhall Wo ©: = 
And pluck it, ye Nymphs, from yon 8 1 
For there, to her Colt, was poor Laura . 
And Damon pretended to love. 


bas £ 44% 1 8 8 


SON 8 - CCCXLEv.. ” 
Sung nt StEPHBRD'S Lore. N 


Y Fair, ye Swains, is gone' afray 3” 1 + - 
The little Wand'rer loſt her Way 
In gath'ring Flow'rs the other Day; | 
Poor Phillis, poor Phillis, poor lovely Putin. + 
Ah! lead her home, ye gentle Sind, 
Who know an abſent Lover Pain,, £54 
And bring her ſafely o'er the Plains; 
My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillie. 
Conceive what Tortures rack my Ming ; 
And, if you'll be ſo juſt and kind, 
Pl 157 7 certain Marks to find 5 
„c. 55 Fa 
. br a > ling Form.you ſee, „ 
Serenely grave, ſedately free, ee e 
And mildly gay, it mu be de; | 1 
Tis Phillis, _——_— 85 e % 
Not boldly bare, nor half undreft, e 
But under Cover ſlightly preſt. . 
In ſecret plays the-little. Breaft | 0 
Of Phil, Ke. a e 
When ſuch a heav'nly Voice you Ns 1 1 * voy 
As. no au think, a Dxyad.near, 
Ah! ſeize her, and eee W We 


* * &c. b 


Tor 


The "Nymph, whoſe Perſon, void of Art, 
Has ey'ry Grace in ev'ry Part, 
With murd' ring Eyes, yet harmleſs Heart. 
Is Phillis, &c. | 
Whoſe Teeth are like an Ivry Row, 


| Whoſe Skin is like the cleareſt Snow, 
Whoſe Face like—nothing that I 22 1952 


15 Proud of their Hit in ſuch a Flow”; . 


' When black-ey'd Su/an.came on board, 


HD William, who high, upon the Yard;. 


Is Phillis, &c. 


But reſt, my Soul, Fo bleſs your Fate ; ; 
| 'The Gods, who form'd a Piece fo neat, „ 
So juſt, exact, and ſo complete, 5 

"© Phillis, &c. 5 l 


Which ſo exemplifies their Pow'r, 
Will guard, in ev'ry dang'rous Hour, 
My P _ * . * lorely Phillis... 
0 0 N 15 c. 


el in the Downs the Fleet was moor'd;. "th 
The Streamers waving in the Wind, 


«5 


Oh! where ſhall I my True-love ind? 
Tell me, ye jovial Sailors, tell me true, _ 
If my ſweet William ſails among oy Crew 


Rock'd by the Billows to and fro, , 
Soon as her well-known Voice he heard, 

He figh'd and caſt his Ey 1 5 
The Cord flies ſwiftly thro? his Bear Hands, 

Ant quick as LIEU IDS Os the 9 | 


So 


T3 305 1 . 


$0 the ſweet- Lark, high-pois'd i in Air, 27 
Shuts cloſe his Pinions to his Breaſt, 

If chance his Mate's ſhrill Voice he peu 5 
And drops at once into her Neſt. 

The nobleſt Ca tain in the Britiſb Fleet 

Might envy William's Lips thoſe Kiſſes ſweet. 


O Suſan! Suſan! lovely Dear! 
My Vows ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me wipe off that falling Tear: 
2 only part to meet again. 
e as ye liſt, ye Winds, my * ſhall ha 
The aithful Gompaſs that ſtill points to thee, 


Believe not what the Landmen ſay, ä 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant Mine; ; i 

They 'Il tell thee Sailors, when away, 

| ry ev'ry Port a Miſtreſs find: 

Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 

For thou art preſent whereſoe'er ] 80. 


If to fait Lia s Coaſt we ſail, 5 ö 
Thine Eyes are ſeen in Di 'monds brightz © 
Thy Breath is 4fric's ſpicy Gale; Os 
Thy Skin 1 is Ivory ſo white: 3 
Thus ev'ry beauteous Object that I vie, 
Wakes in my Soul ſome Charm of lovely Sus. 


Tho? Battle calls me from thy Arms, | 
Let not my pretty Saſan mourn ; | „ 
Tho' Cannons roar, yet ſafe from Harms 7 SE, | 
William ſha} to his Dear return: 10 
Love turns aſide che Balls that round me a7. I 
Leſt precious Tears ſhould drop from Suſan's Eye. bill 


_ ſhe ery d, and Way her Lily OY 6A 


* 
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The Boatſwain gave the dreadful Word, 


The Sails their ſwelling Boſoms ſpread ; 4 ds 


No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board; enn 
They kiſs'd, ſhe figh'd, he hung his Head : 
Her leis ning Boat unwilling rows to Land; 


$SONG CCcxLUL. 29, al 
Zy Mr. Pope. 


A P p Y the Man whoſe Wiſh and cue | 
A few paternal Acres bound, | 
Content to breathe his native Air 
| In his own Ground : 


Whoſe Herds with Milk, whoſe . with Bread, : 


Whoſe Flocks ſupply him with Attire 1 
Whoſe Trees i in Summer yield him Shade, 
In Winter Fire. | 


Bleſt, who can unconcern'dly find © — 
Hours, Days, and Years, ſlide ſoft away, f 

In n of Body, Peace of Mind, 
4 Quiet by Day, f 


Sound Sleep by Night, Study and Eaſe 
Together mix'd, ſweet Recreation, 
And Innocence, which moſt doth pleaſe, 

With Meditation, 


Thus let me 1 W b . 


Thus unlamented let me die, 


Steal from the World, and not a Stone 
1 Tell where I lie. = 


1 | ; 
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Sung at the; Theatres. a 15 55 8 1 if 


W H E N 80 Roaſt Beef Was the Englifmen's 
00 * l wn. 

Tt ennobled our Veins, and enriched. our Blood 

OurSoldiers were brave, d cur Cbutriers were good: 

O the Roaſt Beef of 'Old England! © 

And O the Ola Engliſh Roa Beef! 


F 
— — 


E » 


* * 
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. rut in ene A he 
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But fince we have learnt from all- conqu- ring FEE 
To eat their Ragouts, as well as to dance, 1 : 
We're fed up with nothing—but vain n Complaiſance: 
O the Roaſt 0 * i 
3 WS. Es > * 1 
os Fathers of old were robuft,” ſtout and'rofg, 
And kept open Houſe with good-Chear all Dey long. 
Which made their plump Tenants rejojge by bar: TOM 
" the Roaſt Beef, SS. 


But now we are dwindled ae ſhall 1 denden 

A 5 poor Race, half begotten, and tame, 

Who ſully thoſe Honours that once ſhone? in Fame: 
0 the oaſt Beef, Se. * 

N 

When ood Queen Elizabeth fat on the Throne, 

Ere Coffee, or Tea, or ſuch [Slip- -ſlops were known, : 

The World was in Terror, if e er he did frown ; 
0 the Roaſt Beef, &c. | Xe 


In thoſe Days, if Fleets did preſums on the Main, 
They ſeldom or never return'd back ofa ET 
ain." + 


As Witneſs, the vaunting Armada o 
Q the Roaſt Beef, Sc. ä 


| | 5 [308] 

| Oh! then they had Stomachs to eat, and to fight, | 
| And, _ Wrongs were a cooking, to do themſelves 
=: AIM. £65. Wa 
But now we're a pack of I could but Good-Night: 


9 the Roaſt Beef of Old England,“ 
| And O the Ola Englihh Roaſt Beef! 


„ 1-.:8'0 N G Cc. 
Sung in LETHE. 


| 

| 

| 

| 5 54 E Mortals, whom Fancies and Troubles perplex, 
= - Whom F — miſguides, and Infirmities vex ; 

- Whoſe Lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt; 
4 Who riſe without Joy, and lie down without Reſt; 
1 Obey the glad Summons, to Leibe repair, 

| Drink deep of the Stream, and forgetall your Care; 
Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your Care. 


Old Maids ſhall forget what they wiſh. for in vain, 
And young ones the Rover they cannot regain; 
The Rake ſhall forget how laſt Night he was cloy'd, 
| And Chee again be with Paſſion emjoy'd : 
= Obey then the Summons, to Leibe repair, 
And drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care, 
; And drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care. 
| 


The Wife at one Draught may forget all her Wants, 
Or drench her fond Fool to forget her Gallants ; 
The Troubled in Mind ſhall go chearful away, 
And Yeſterday's Wretch be quite happy To-day : 
hay then the Summons, to Zethe repair, 
| rink deep of the Stream, and forget all your Care; 
Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your Care, 
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Sung in As You LIKE r. 


LOW, blow, thou Vargas Wind 41 
Thou art not ſo un 
Thou art not fo unkind, 
As Man's Pu rr : 


Thy Tooth is not ſo keen, 


Becauſe thou art not ſeen, .. 

Thy Tooth is not fo keen, 

| Becauſe thou art not feen, 
Altho' thy Breath be rude, 

Altho' thy Breath berude. 


Freeze, freeze, thou bitter Sky; 
Thou doſt not bite ſo nigh, | 
ON Thou doſt not bite ſo = 
As Benefits forgot: 
Tho? thou the Waters warp K 
Thy Sting is not ſo ſharp, rot 
Tho? thou the Waters warp, bob 
Thy Sting is not fo ſharp, 
As Friends remember'd not, 
As Friends remember'd not. 


2 N CC dH 
2 get by Mr. Howard, i # N 106 


Day and riſing Morn, 
hy 5 ſtill ball love thee, - 


fi aſk of Heav'n thy ſafe Return, 


With all that can improve thee : : 


P11 viſit oft the birken Buſh, 3 ä 2 LET 


Where firſt you kindly told me 
Sweet Tales of Love, and hid m Bluſh, | 
Dads round thou a info) 
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A Breath 


| Rove, like Birds, from Tree to Ts 4 


ib $101] 


= To 3 Fes didſt als. Z 


By Green-wood, Shaw, or antain ; 


Or where the Summer's Day I'd ſhare 


With you upon yon Mountain: 


There will I'tell'the Trees and Flow'rs, 5 


With Thoughts unfeign'd and wender, 


By Vows you're mine; my Love is yours, 


my Hoart, which cannot aner. „ 85 


s ONO Cgα,u . 
I Comvs. . I 


AME's an Echo, prattling 8 
An 5 airy, glitt'ring Bubble; 
well, a Breath can ſink it; 
The Wiſe not worth their keeping think it 
Why then, why ſuch Toil and Pat 1. 
Fame's uncertain Smiles to gain ? 
Like her Siſter, Fortune, blind, 
To the Beſt ſhe's oft unkind, 
And the Worſt her N And. 


{ 5. 


8 0 N. 8 cocxlix. 


In Couus. 


L. V 1 enjoy the Fair; 


Baniſh Sorrow, baniſh Care; 
Mind not what old Dotards ſa r 
Age has had his Share of Play; 


But Vouth's Sport begins To- day. N 


From the Fruits of ſweet Delight dt ans 
Let no ſeare - crow Virtue fri ight ; „ e 
Here, in Pleaſure's Vineyards, we 


Careleſs, Airy, gay, and fi = | Mig'v/ 


* 0 0 
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: '$ 0 N G- ' ECEL.. 
— le. che Town, fair Hella flew- 

2 To Conteniplation's rural Sent:; * 
Tale, mne cry d, vain World, 8 . 

Fools only ſtudy. eg be HN. grilms 

NR The Book, the 1 the Hermit's el, 
. moſs- g rown Roof, the matted Floor: 
N All theſe ſhe Faden 6am 14-4 wells 

Burt yet ſhe wanted ſomething more, 


: * Baek to the buſy, World again TT 
_ _ She ſoon return'd, in hopes to find 
Eaſe for imaginary Pain, | 

Quiet of Heart, and Peace of Mind: 

Sa Scenes of Grandeur ev'r Hour, „ 

"By Turns her fickle Fancy fill; . 
The World ſeem'd all within her Pow'r ; \ | 
But yet ſhe wanted ſomething ſtill. "a 


| Cities and Groves by Tarns were . 4 * 
*T was all, e Fai. an idle Tale, 
Delia at lengt Jn a Bride, , 
A Bride to Damen of the Vale : | 
Behold, at once the Gloom was clear'd; CS 
Damon was kind and from: that to * 
Each Place a Paradiſe ap © *afoorny " 
And N * notki | more. „ 


= q Mr ede 8 7 beg e „ 


L SHEPHERD. * 


7ELLI know, thou friendly hem? 
What thy gentle hy gay mean: 

In their Accents oft the | 

Why muſt our * 
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SONG coin. ES 5) 


O the Wood, the Field, the Fountain, 
To the Lawn, the Dale, or nd 
I my darling Flock will guide, 
With my true Love by my Side, 


Humble though our Cottage be, 
Ever dwelling there we'll ſee 
Conſtancy with Pleaſure join'd, 
Innocence with Trace of Mind. 


SON G cim. 


Shepherd tho? I am, what then? 

That Shepherd's State ſo low 

I'd not exchange for Rule o'er Men, 
Nor wiſh more great to grow. 


But if, againſt my own Defire, _ "hr 
| lea. n ſhould exalt my State, 
Li will proportion'd Thoughts Ebbe, 
ee eee 5 


8 Oo N G cli. | 
114. Go in The ROYAL SHEPHERD, 
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% 
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Thoſe Eyes, ſo piercing bright, 
Can ev'ry Doubt of that . 
nn need _ . Ne 2 * 


| bunt by Sig. Cremonini, in The Rol Sang nian. 


dung by My. Vernon, in The RoYaL SHEPHERD, 


ak ws Faireſt, if I love? [at 
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Thoſe Eyes, they know full well my Heart, 


And all its Workings ſee, 


E'er ſince they play'd the Conqu'ror's Part, 
And I no more was Lbs = 


ee 


8 ON & CCCLV. 
Sung by Miſs Young, in The Rox al sera. 


HE many dreadful Storms blown o'er, 
| Already I've forgot; 
My Lover's Looks the Calm reſtore, 
And Peace 1s now my Lot. - 


What if a while my Stars Gram 
My Quiet could annoy, 
My Heart, that ſhudder'd then with F car 


4s flutt'ring now with Joy: 15 
5 4 25 


8 8 0 N o CCCLvVI. 
3 by Miſs Wright, in The ROYAL SHEPHERD. 
W. AT more can a fair Maid delight, 


Than in other's Example to fee + 


To what Happineſs ſhe has a Right, | 


If in Love ſhe ſucceſsful n be ah e CE 


Such a flattering Hope fills my Breaſt, 

That I pant though I cannot tell why; 
And l fear I ſhall ne'er be at Reſt 
Till the much-wiſh'd-for State I ſhall try. 
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8 ON cccLvn. 


Dozrro. Sung by Signora Cremonini, and W.. 
| | Vernon, in The RoYaL SHEPHERD, , 


Sig. Cremonini. 
0 reign; the Throne awaits my Love: 
But oh! if that can be, 
- Preſerve your Heart for me. 
V,. Vernon. 
Tho- I ſhou'd reign, I'Il faithful prove ;z. 
des, on che Throne you'll find 
Your mine ak ever kind. 
Cremonini. i 
| Shepherd {—my 12 you're now. 
Myr. Vernon. 
| How cruel is that Fear! 


Han,. 
. Ye Pow? rs, whom we revere, 
To Love ſo pure ſome Favour ſhow. 


8 ON G CCCLVEI. 
Sang by Mi Wright, ix The Roxas rns: 
OW oft the fond Turtle I ſee, 
- When ſhe ſeeks her loſt Mate o'er the Plain! 


Not the Hawk, nor the Kite, then dreads ſhe, 
TW ſhe finds her ſweet Partner _ 


I her ſoft timid Heart can aſpire | 

Thus to brave ev'ry Riſk for hey Dane, 

| Sure, in mine ſhould Love raiſe a like Fire, 

It would ſoon be ſuperior to Fear. 
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8 ON ox. 
ö Sung by Miſe Young, i The Rovyar SnzPHERD. 


E LL, oh! tell my Lover true, | 
That I—oh Heav'ns! oo hall T ay? | 

But my Heart is known to you; 4 | A 
Its Sentiments do you convey. ie ee i 


Can I what I feel explain, | , 
When all Expreflion tis above? „ 5 1 
2 ou know my Cauſe of Pain,, 
And know beſides what tis to love. | 
58s ONG cox. and”; 
_ by Mr. Vernon, in The RoyaL Surren ITY gs 


E Gods! to me, a lowly Plant, 
Oh give Improvement Scope, 
That a I _ 1 81 5 $02 By on 


Nor nay I now, 611 in 7 Land. 
Forget my native Wood; 

Much leſs the kind parental Hand, 
Whence Bow d my preſent Good, 


1 dose ccc. 1 
Sung Zy Mr. Champnes, iz The Royal sergenv. 
15 Happineſs thro* me you gain, 


I have not conquer'd then in yainz > 
*Tis o'er your Hearts I with to reign. .. 


The greateſl· Glory I've in view © 5 Sk 
From Vik is—the Good Pl do. 5855 
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$-0 N-G. - COOLER, _ 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, : in T he Royal SAEPHERD, 


| USBAND at once, and Lover too, © 
From Faith I ne'er will ſwerve, 
u 5 


t conſtantly, with Ardor true, 
My Heart for her preſerve. 


8 0 NG ceerxm: 


. Sung by Mi 7 Wright, in The RoyarL surrazav. 
© any Thing gi ve ſo much Pain, 


As a terrible Bar juſt to meet 


At a Time when aNymph and her Swain 


Imagine their Joys are complete? 


If it ſome Time ſhould happen to me 
| To partake of ſo cruel a Fate, 
I ne'er could endure it, I ſee, 


But ſhould kill myſelf rather than \ wait, 


80 N G CCCLXIV. 


S 2 Mrs. Dorman, in The Rory ar gas rug p. 


Ceaſe, thou faireſt of thy Sex, 


With double Sway to urge thy Will; 
Nor uſe th 0 Pow'r, my Heart to vex; 


- But let ſoft Pity move thee . 


In Abſence, Miſery complete 
Too ſurely ſhall I ever find: _ 
Why then, bs ſtaying, would'ſt thou 

AMS greater dee to hs Mind ? 


yet 
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| 8 O N cœcixv. = 
„Sung by Mie Young, in The Royal Suxznno. 


F you yourſelf give me away, 
And in another's Arms enthral me, 
In what am I to blame, I pray ? 

Why do you cruel call me ? 
; My Patience your Example be, 

| Who, left, don't yet complain, 
f Nor offer te inſult, you ſee, + © 
; Nor call you faithleſs Swõein. 


een e 
dung Ey Mr. Champnes, in The Royal SnzpRIRc. 
Ropitious Heav'n! you've pleas'd To-day 
P Freſh Laurels to impart: 3 y 
Second, more-o'er, I ardent pray, _ 
Th' Impulſes of my Heart. 3 
If I a Star of Glory blaze, 
Rais'd by your Pow'r divine; 5 
O grant, that of ſuch Star the Rays 


i# 


SONG CCCLXVIL. | \ 
Song by Miſs Wright, in The Royal bee 


O WS of Love ſhould ever bind . . 


Men who are to Honour true 35 
Fa muſt have a ſavage Mind, 
ho refuſe the Fair their Due. 
Scorn'd and hated may they be 
Who Oo Conſtancy do ſwerve ; '- 


So. may ev'ry Nymph agree | 
All lach ithleſs Swains to ſerve. 
„„ $ ON 6 


* 
— . — WE 


F 
— — — — hw 2 hg > 1 : in * 
at EOS NAGA, Ae 9 8 ˖ EC OO er ĩ —ĩ ) 
C Ivy n 1 3 2 * e 


For en Good may ſhine. 1 . 


— 2 
2— WE IDS 


Ts * 
— — 


in 
. 
5 


* 
—ů ä ———— 


htm 


— — 
— 


4 — — aaa 2x 
CTRL WO” > WEIR gee onde — — — 
— — 2 


d +968 
Fo WR Uw A APE gs a Or DES 1 AY > tet. 
- l 


cs WA 


— 
2 


g 
0 
A 


| 
|| 
| 


8 — 2 1 1 
N 
* A © 1. 
e — eg: — De 
— a es on i RIC OP — nee LAs. - — — nm I: 
- 
* 


3 


8 O NG CCCEXVIII: 
Sung Miß Brent, in ARTAXERXES, ' 
HE Soldier, tir'd of War's Alarms, 
| Forſwears the Clang of hoſtile 5 : 
oy To ſcorns the Spear and Shield; : 
But, if the brazen Trumpet ſound, 
He burns with Conqueſt to be crown'd,. 
- And'dares agen the Field. . 


. 0 N G oO MIX. - 
Sung by Miß, Brent, in Lovs in a Vini A055, h 


3 "D158 nor Wealth, it is not Birth, 
Can Value to the Soul £Onvey z 


Minds poſſeſs ſuperior Worth, 


Which Chance nor gives, nor takes away. 7 
Like the Sun true Merit ſhews, ; 


By Nature warm, by Nature bright; 5 
With inbred Flames he nobly glows, 
Nor needs the Aid of borrow'd . 


8 0 N 8 eech 


| hy ty Mr. OS and M Hallam, in Love ina 


VII IOS. 1 


. Dyer. 
ET Rakes and Libertines, „ 
To ſenſual Pleaſures, Ps + 


Here all the Sex's Charms I find, 


And ne'er can cool or change. On f 
Mi, Hallam. 


Let vain Co uettes and Prudes iy 


What moſt their Hearts deſire: 8 10 


With Pride my Paſſion I reveal; 


Oh, may it ne er expire 
| Duetto. 


Aa 


._ Ranelagh. 
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; Di © ? 
The 195 mall ceaſe to ſpread its Light, 
The Stars their Orbits leave, © 
And fair Creation ſink in Night, 
When 1 my * e 


— 


SON 6 CCCLXXI.. 


| Sung by Miſe Brent, in Lovz in a W 
O W bleſt the Maid whoſe Boſom | 
= 8 No head-ſtrong Paſſion knows! 
Her Days in Joy ſhe paſſes, | 
Fer Nights in ſweet: Re : 4 
. Where-e'er her rs Jeads her, © 
No Pain, no Fear, invades her; 
But Pleaſure 15 
Without Meaſure. 
"08 ev'ry co flows. 


80 N G CecLXxXII. 3 
ee 55 Mr. Beard, in Lovx in a 3 5 


ENCE with Cares, Com laint, and Ae 
Welcome Jollity and Jobs | ; 

Ev'ry Grief in Pleaſure drowning, Pg 
_ Mirth this happy Night mera 

Let's to Friend + do-our Dat TE 
Laugh, and fing ſome good old Strain 3 Fon 

Drink a Health to Love and Beauty, 
May they long in e, reign! | 


t The Songs in the New Engliſh Operas of The 
_ Royal Shepherd, Love in a WL wid Ar- 


taxerxes, 1 erf Jang. 9-0 
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s O N 0 ccclxxIII. 


Het by Mr. Michael Arne, and ſung 4 2, Wright, 
| e Ranelagh. 


| * 85 Well, who lives at the Foot of a Hin, 
And 1. e Fame ev 'ry Virgin with Envy does 
fil 
Of Beauty is bleſs'd with ſo ample a Share, £ 
That Men call her the Lafs with the delicate Air, 


One Ev'ning, laſt May, when I travers'd the Gove, 
In thoughtleſs Retirement, not dreaming of Love, 

I chanc'd to eſpy the gay N mph, I declare; 

And really ſhe'd got a moſt de cate Air. 


By a murmuring Brook, ty a green moſly Bed, 
A Chaplet compoſing, the fair One was laid: 

Surpriz'd and tranſported, I cou'd not forbear, 
With Raptures to gaze on her delicate Air. 


That Moment young Czpid ſelected a Dart, 
And pierc'd, without Pity, m e dar li. Heart: 
And from thence, n to win 


Care 
For Captive I fell to > hey delicate Air. 


When ſhe ſaw me ſhe bluſk'd, and complain' I was | 


rude, 
And beg d of all Things that I would not intrude : 
I anſwer d, I cou'd-not tell how I came —_ 4 
But laid all the Blame on her delicate Air; 


Said her Heart was the Prize which I ſought to obtain, 


And hop'd ſhe wou'd grant it to eaſe my fond Pain, 
She neither rejected, nor granted my Pray'r, 
But fir'd all my Soul with her delicate Air. 


1 


dear Maid, was my | 


9 | 


C32 Pp N 


A thouſand Times ſince, Pve repeated my Suit; 


But ſtill the Tormentor affects to be mute: 


Then tell me, ye Swains, who have conquer the 


F Air, 


How to win the dear Laſs with the, delicate Air. 4 


* 


8 ol N G-- cc XXV. 4 
In Cou us. wil) 


OME, come, bid adieu to Fear 3 : ey 


Love and Harmony live 1 55 
No domeſtic jealous Jars, n 
Buzzing Slanders, wordy wars, : 5 a. 
In my Preſence will appear: bugs: 
Love and Harmony reign here. 


Sighs to am*rous Sighs returning, 

_ Pulſes beating, Boſoms burning, 
Boſoms with warm Wiſhes panting,” 
Words to ah thoſe Wiſhes a 

Are the only Tumults here, 

All the Woes you need to fear: 


Love and Harmony reign herd 


ON CCCLAXY,” | 54) 
enn I OY 


Nes on Beds of fading Flow'rs;. - 
Shedding ſoon their gaudy oy 
Nor with a in Syren Bow'rs, 

Will true Pleaſure long refides 
On awful Virtue's Hill ſublime 
Enthron'd fits the immortal Bajny: 
Who wins her Height muſt patient * 
The Steps are Peril, Toil, and Care: 
So, from the firſt, did Joe ordain 
Eternal Bliſs for tranſient Pain. 
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. Dr. Ae, — oy ks” 


22, LVIA, wilt thou waſte thy Prime, 
Stranger to the Joys of Love? 
Thou haſt J. Vouth, and that's the Time 
Ev'ry. Minute to improve: 

Round thee wilt thou never hear 
Little wanton Girls and Boys 
Sweetly ſounding in thy Ear, 
. Sweetly ſounding in thy Ear, 
 Infant's Prate and Mother's Joys? 


only view chat little Dove, 
Softly cooing to his Mate * 
As a farther Proof of Love, | 
See her for his Kiſſes wait: 
Hark! that 22 Nightingale, 
As he flies from 8 pray on to 8 Sprays 
Sweetly tunes an am'rous T 
Sweetly tunes, c. 
1 love, I love, he ſtrives to "i 


Vt - 


ale, 5 


Could I to thy Soul reveal 


But the leaſt, the thouſandth Pan 


Of thoſe Pleaſures Lovers feel, 


In a mutual Change of Heart 3 
Then, repenting, wouldſt thou ſay, 
Virgin Fears, from hence remove, 
All the Time is thrown away, Fe 
| bs the Time is thrown away, 
. 8 we do not ſpend i in Love. | 


tw). : 


: 30 NG err 


Se: by Mr. Weldon, and Mr. Arne, ſen. ...- = 


E T Ambition fire thy Mind 
en to reign, EY 

Not to follow Flocks deſign eb 

Scorn thy Crook, and my the Plain. | 


| Crowns Il! throw beneath thy Feet; 
Thou on Necks of Kings ſhalt tread ; 
Joys incircling Joys ſhall meet, 
Which Way &er thy Fancy's led. 


D Let not Toils of Empire fright ys 

T.ooils of Empire Pleaſures are: 

Thou ſhalt only know Delight, 
All the Joy, but not the Care. 


Shepherd, if thou'lt yield the Prize, 
For the Bleflings I beſtow, 
Joyful I'll aſcend the Skies, 

Happy thou * _ below. * 1 


ry O N 6 ccclxxVH. 


Corin's Cour LAIN T. 


Dis Chloe, whilſt thas beyond — 15 
O 


Vou treat me with Doubts and Diſdain, 
u rob all your Youth of its Pleafure, - 
And hed up-an Old-Age of Pain: 


Your Maxim, that Love is ſtill founded 
On Charms that will quickly decay, 
You'll find to be very ill Een 1 

| þ obey. | 


. 
. , SE” 


_ When once 1 its Di 


For when Youth and Beauty are paſt, 


£324] 


The Paſſion, from Beauty firſt drawn, 
Vour Kindneſs will vaſtly improve; | 
Soft Smiles and ay, Looks are the Dawn, 

Fruition's the Susie . 
And tho' the bright Beams of your Eyes ey” 1 
Should be clouded; that now are 0 75 7 
And Darkneſs poſſeſs all the Skies, ; 
We ne'er.Can forget it was Day.. _ 


Old Darby, with Joan by his Side, es 9 
You've often . — with wr eons 5. 90 Te 

He" s dropſical, ſhe, is ſorè- e 85 Wl 7 oy al 2994 
Yet they're ever uneaſy. yy he ** * 


To ether they totter about, 3 

Gr fit in the Sum at the Door. 

And at Night, when old. Darby's Pot's veg Tt 3 
His Joan will not ſmoke a up ern 1 


No NZ. or Wit they poſſeſs, . 
Their ſeveral Failings to ſmother; e FRO 
Then what are the Charms, can you 5 7 
That make them ſo fond of each ot! 2 be 

Tis the pleaſing Remembrance of Youth, _-- 
The Endearments that Love did beſtow 3. 
The Thoughts of paſt. Pleaſure and Truth, 
The beſt of all leflings below. . 


Thoſe Traces for ever will lat. 
Which Sickneſs nor Time can remove 3 K 8 


And A e brin s the Winter o Love, 

A Friendſhip inſenſibly grows, 
By Reviews of ſuch Raptures as theſe ;:. - 
The Current of Fondneſs ftill flows, . 

| Which decrepid Old-Age cannot freeze. 


« 3 a 
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GREENWOOD Haut oy or; Colin? 5 babe me (i 
Dis Wife) of err ans 


Mary ! ſoft in Feature! N 
O I've been at dear Tauxball; | r n Lach 
No Paradiſe is ſweeter.rƷƷ Ho In 

2 ot that they Eden call: 1 

Wo ſuch new Vagaries, HS "a ACER Wy - 

ay and harmleſs Sport, „ 1 
All look'd MhatChnkt Rairien; ape? 24 05s 205 
And this their der ne po ee 


Methought, when, firſt 1 a. 24 

Such 21 round me ſhove, | . 

Into a World I ventur'd, 0 80 
Where roſe another Sun; 

Whilſt Muſic, never cloying f«; 


wo 


— 


— 


— . —— Rey: . 
ogy oy TT. Ns TIF + 22. 
— we 9 = 


„ 


As Sky-larks ſweet I hear ;; _ „ _ 
The Sounds Pm ſtill BIN: ne} ol. 324 = | 
They 11 always ſoothe the e 
ky SE Ep Wet) 
Here Paintings, ſweetly glowing... REY 
Where-e er dur Glances fall!! 


Here Colours, Life beſto wing. 
Bedeck this Greenwood H. on Sl 
The King there dubs a ee 3 85 
There John his Doxey loves; 5 f 
_ my Delight's the Charmer | | 
Who ſteals a Pair of Gloves t. 5 2 
= "2 


4 Alluting to three Pines in the Pavilions, vin. che King 
and Miller of Mansfield, the Sailor in à Tippling-Houſe in 
Wapping, and the Girl who is ſtealing 111 Ig dceping . 


23 


„ 1286 


As, fill amar -d, Pin faying 


e this enchanted Wag 


y a Harper * playing 
1 in his e Alcove: 


I doff my Hat, deſiring 3 
He'd tune up buxom Joan 3: | = ans 4 


But what was I admiring ? 
 Adzooks! a Man of Stone. 


But now, the eee . 5 . 


Not een at Squire's fine Wedding 


| Theſe Folk, with. Lace 


They all fall to-with Glee; 


to | 


Such Dainties did I ſee: 


I long'd (poor ſtarv'ling Hoes) 3 'Y „ 


But none heed Elves; 
a 
Love only dear themſelves. 


ub'd. over, oe : : 5 


| Thus, whilſt *mid Jo abounding, - — * 1 7 


The Man i'th' Moon ro lily, ,. 


As Graſshoppers they're gay ; 5 
At Diſtance, Crowds ſurround "gy at 
The Lady of the May 


Soft twinkling thro the Trees, 


| Gs tho? *twould pleaſe him highly. 


u fflen 


To taſte Deli ts like theſe. 


5 
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'® Mr. Handet's Statue, | 
Her 1 Highneſs th Prince of Wale bauen ander 
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N cc. 


See by Mr, Stanley. 


\EFEND my Heart, ye Virgin? wh, ' 

D* 5a. am' rous Looks . Smiles, oy 

And ſhi ne, in my oa, et; 

From Love's dera Wiles » 

In vain let Sighs and melting. Tears 
Employ their moving Art, 

Nor may delufive Oaths and Pray*rs 
E'er triumph o'er my Heart, 


My calm de and virtuous Joys. 
May E vy neer moleſt, 

Nor let . Thou ghts ariſe 
Within my peaceful Breaſt; 
Yet may there ſuch a decent State, 

Such unaffected Pride, 
As Love and Awe at once create, 
My Words and AQtions guide, 


Let others, fond of empty Praiſe, 
Each wanton Art diſplay, | 
While Fops and Fools in Raptures gaze, 
And figh their Souls away: 5 
Far other Dictates I purſue, 
(My Bliſs i a 5 plac'd) - 
And ſeek to er e the wiſer Bows 
Who real oth W TI 


| E 328 Þ i 
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Sung by M/s Stevenſon, at Vauxhall. 


6 AY Damon long ſtudy'd my: Heart to hit, 
| a rettieſt young Shepherd that pipes on the 
Flain; 

Pd bay his foft Tale, then declare *twas amiſs, 

And I'd often ſay No, often fay No, when 1 Jong'dr to 
5 fay Tes, 1 
And Pd often ſay No, often lay No, when I dong de | 
Ne, +. E 


Laſt Valentine's Day to our r Cottage 15 came, 2 

And brought me two Lambkins to witneſs his Flame: L 

Ohl take . he cry'd,. _ more- fair chan their 
C ͤĩ] lll. 

I could hardly fa No, mo- Nen to ar ve. 

I could hardly, 25 : 


Soon after, one Morning, we ſat in 9 Gros + $2 

He: * my Hand hard, and in Sighs N * 

| ove 3 
Then tenderly aſk'd, if Pd grant bim a Kiſs ? | 

I deſign'd to ve ſaid No, but ane and laid ve. 

1 deſign'd, tc, | 1 


At this, with Deli Delight, his Heart dane'd i in his Breaſt; . 
Ye Gods, he cry d, Chloe will now make me bleſt ; 
Come, let's to hy Church, and ſhare conjugal Bliſs : 
I 0o0o prevent being e p; I was: * to Yes. 

To prevent, &c. oy 


I ne 'er was fo leas'd with! Aa Wordi in 191 Life; * 
I ne'er was ſo happy as ſince Pm a Wi 

Then take, ye young Damſels, my Counſel in chis, | 

= - You muſt af dt. old Maids, if you will not ſay Ves; C 

= You muſt all die old Maids, all die old Maids, if a . 

=_— will not ſay Ves. _— 


JJV 


by — — Oy 


1991]. 5 
8. 0 N G cox. 
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E 1 ſo clieatful and a. ' 
Wore Flocks never careleſfsly roam, 
Should Corydon's happen to ſtray, - | 
Oh! cal = r Wanderers home : 2 
Allow me to muſe and to figh, . * 
Nor talk of the Change chat ye find; FT 
None once was ſo watchful as I: 


—T have left my dear Phill 1 


Now I know what it is to have ftrove © 
With the Torture of Doubt and Deſire ; 
What it is to admire and to love, 

And to leave her we love and admire = 
Ah! lead forth my Flock in the Morn, 

And the Damps of each Ev*ning repel ; 3 
Alas! I am faint and forlorn: 

l have bad my dear Phillis farewel. 


Since Phillit vouchſaf'd me a Look, 
I never once dreamt of my Vine; 

May J loſe both my Pipe and my Crook, 
If I knew of a Kid that was mine: j 

I priz'd ev'ry Hour that went b ß 
Beyond al ll that had pleas'd me before 2 

| But now they aro pot, 1 

And I grieve that l priz'd 1Em no more. c 


But why do I grieve thus in vain ? 
Why wander thus penſively here? 


Oh! hy AE See Lem l e 


Mn 1 * on the Smiles of my Dear * 


| 1 330% 
They tell me, my favourite Maid, 
The Pride of that Valley, is flown ; 5 
Alas! where with her I. have ſtray'd. 
I could wander with Pleaſure alone. 


When forc'd the fair Nymph to ſorego, 
What Anguiſh I felt at my Heart 


Tat TI thought — but i it might not be e 


Twas with Pain that ſhe ſaw me part: 3: 
She gaz'd as I flowly withdrew 3 
My Path I. could hardly diſcern : RW” 


ke $o ſweetly ſhe bad me adieu, 


I thought that ſhe — ihe 2" 


Phe Pilgrim that-j ourneys all Day mY 
To viſit ſome far-diftant Shrine, 


If he bears but a Relique away, 


| Is happy, nor heard to repfine: 
Thus widely remov'd from the Fair, . 
Where my Vows, my Devotion, I . En 
Soft Hope is the Relique I bear. „ 
And my Solace wherever I 80 


8 ON G.  CCOLXREITL 
Lovz Rewatpey. | 100 A 


ITH' Phabus Loties ao. TP 
| | To feaſt on the Charms of che Springs. 7 
The Fragrance to ſmell. of the Roſe,. 
Or liſten to hear the Birds ling: |; 
When Linnets exalted their Strains 
The Mufic enchanted my Ear; 

| M Win too were bleſs d on the Plains 
ith various huet * of. he n. 


— 2 5 ; 1 1 
HI gen Wet n 1338 3 
* F . 
4 


8 


3 1 
| When Chloe ſhone ſmiling ſo BY 2D 


I there fix'd the Scene of * ht; iy 
My Thoughts ſhe engroſs'd all the Me 
| T faw oy in Bren all the Night: 

Still muſing on Chloe T walk'd, 
My Harveſt no more in my Thought : 


of nothing but Chloe 1 ra 
1 — * were the 1 — 
No longer the Warblers eould pleaſe; 
No longer the Roſes look'd 
For Muſic, and Sweetneſs, and? Eaſe, 
Mere loſt, if my Love was away: 2 
I tun'd to her Beauties my. Lays, . 66 
I, ſtudy'd each Art that could move: 


She — the kind Tribute of Praiſe, © * „ 
And paid it with Fondneſs and Love. 10 


SONG Cc LMV. 
TEL LA and Flavia, ev'ry Hour, 
kJ Do various Hearts ſurprize 3,  » 

In Szella's Soul i is all her Pow'r,. 5 
And Flavia's in her Eyes: ; 
More boundleſs Flavia Conqueſts Ln 17% 
And Stella's more confin'd; _ . 
All can diſcern a Face that's fair, 5 09 £000 
But few a heav'nly Mind. 2622 Harms 


Stella, like Brieate's Monarch, reigns 
O'er cultivated. Lands: 
Like Eaſtern Tyrants, une. bs Bo 
To rule o'er 5 n Sands | pi” Ny 

Then boaſt, fair F — 5 boaſt thy Ne 
Thy Beauty's only Store; as 

Each Day that makes thy Charms decreaſe 

"7 WO give to Sella more. 

i $0 N 4 


19, + Yo 
S O NG CCCLXXXVY. 
-USIC has Pow'r to melt the Soul, 
By Beauty Nature's ſway'd;z 
Each can the Univerſe controul, 
Without the other's Aid; 


Each can the Univerſe controul, 
„Without the other's Aid. 


But here together both a ER 
e eee e, 5 . 
Muſic enchants the lib nin = 2 

And Beauty charms the er TR Fo mt 

Muſic enchants, G. 1 


What Cruelty theſe Pow'rs ; to join 5 
Theſe Tranſports who can bear! 
Oh! let the Sound be leſs divine, 
Or look the Nymph leſs fair! 
Oh! let the Sound be leſs divine, 
. look che Nymph leſs fair! 


8 0 N G CCCLXXXVI. 


ConTENTMENT. 


1" "08 Content! ſecure from Harms, 
What's all the World without thy Charms, | 
Which ſtill allure to Ret? | 
Compar'd therewith, all earthly Joys 
Are empty, fadin . trifling Toys: 
In thee M is bleſt. | 


l 
5 
; 


8 0. 


tdi Sy wn): 


Bereft of thee, no Monarchs have 

| Such Pleaſure as the meaneſt Slave, 

| To whom thou giv'ſt Relief; 5 

Thoꝰ Subjects ſhew profound Regen, 

| Nor 14 wilfully neglect, 
N 


— 5 Grief. 


A . [ 333 1 8 - 
When thou are baniſh'd from the Mind, . 


Frail Mortals vainly are inclin'd 
To Pride and Avarice, | 4 

Laſcivionſnet, Herr 6 tne Toe 

Thefts, Murders, and Adultery, 4x8 
With ev'ry other Vice, 


But where thou reign'ſt there's ſolid Peace J rf 
'Thro? thee true Virtue does creaſe ; 3 ä 
TRY Countenance expels | 1 
The gloomy Proſpects of Deſpair n: 
It FS the ſlaviſh Fear, 6 lr Ya AT TRE + 
With whomſoe'er it dwells. 


Come, then, thou pleaſing Beauty bright? 
Reſide with me both Day and Night. 
Diſplay thy lovely Champ; . „ 
Be thou diffus'd within eat, wt 


And let me ſtill ſecurely reſftſt: i op 
Infolded in thy Am. WP. 
Thro' all the various Scenes of Life; FORT. 10's : 
Preſerve me free from envious Strife, Os 
On Heav'n ſtill to rel e 
For true protecting Aid; and when os a 
Time terminates in Death, oh! . 
To MY O Ow 8 ! to fy.” 0 | E 


8 ON - 'CCCLXXXV u. 
In EL1za, an Engliſh Opera. 2 | 
ITH Swords on their Thighs the bold vo- 


men are ſeen, L 
For their Country they n. r ae hd 


Queen, 5 K 


1 their Country, &c. | : 
En N * 


* 8 [23167 . 


7 Wives! 
ve Tyrants, ye know not what Liberty Yields | 


Ho ſhe guards all our Shores, and protects all our 


5 TY Fields. 
As Hebe ſhe's fair, and as Hercules ſtrong, 


Song. 


To Liberty raiſe * kigh ch chearful Strat, 
Fill the Goblets around to the Lords of the Main. 
Eliza is Queen, and her brave loyal Band 
Shall 182 285 Invader far out of the Land. 


8 Oo NG CCCLXXXVIIL 


Sung in the Opera of EL 12 4. 


HEN all che Aitic Fire was fled, 
And all the Roman Virtue dead, = 

Poor Freedom loſt her Seat, 

| Poor Freedom loft her Seat; $2. 

The Gothic Mantle ſpread a Night, 

That 74 75 d fair Virtue's fading Light 
The Muſes loſt their Mate” | 
The Muſes loft their Mate. 


| Where ſhould they wander? what new Shore 
Had yet a Laurel left in Store? 5 
4 o this bleſt Iſle they ſteer, 


Soon the Parnaſſian Chotmwvas heard, 
-Goon Virtue's ſacred Form appear'd, 
And Freedom ſoon was here, 
| And Freedom ſoon was here. 


How glorious-their Ardour to lay down their Lives 
In Defence of their F bee their Children and 


She's the Queen of our Mirth, and the jay of or | 


To this bleſt Iſle they ſteer. 108 N 


The 


8 


Se 


T2301 


The lazy Monk has loſt his Cell. 
Religion rings her hallow'd Bell, | 
_  She:calls thee now by me, 
She calls thee now by me. 
Hark, hark, hark, bet Velce all kites founday: 
See, ſee, ſee, ſhe receives a 0 ps WR 
If ſhielded not by thee, 7 
If ſhielded not · by thee. 


8 ON G CCCLAXXIR.. 


Sung by Mrs. Clive, in the Farce of Hien Ly Bly 0 
Low STAIAS. Set by Mr. Battiſhill. . 


OME here, Fellow Servants, and liſten to meg 
P11 ſhew you how thoſe of ſuperior Degree vt 
Are only Dependents, no better than we, = 
Are only Dependents, no better than we. _ 
Both High and Low in this do agree, | + + 
Tis here, Fellow Servant, and there, Fellow Servant HE. 
and all in a Liv 1 
"Tis here Fellow Servant, and there Fellow Servant Ji 
and all in a Livery, all in a Livery. „ 


See yonder fine Spark in Embroidery dreſt, 7 

Who bows to the Great, and, if they ſmile, is bat 

What is he, Yfaith, but a Servant at beſt? . 
Cho. Both High, Oe. 


Nature made all like, no e 


So we laugh at the great World, its Fools and ity | 
Knaves; | 


For we are all Servants; but they are all Slaves. | 
Both High, Sc. 


The fat ſhining Glutton looks up to his Shelf, N 
The wrinkled lean Miſer bows down to his Pelf, | 
And the Curl-pated „ 

8 200 High, &c, 5 


n , + : 5 0 
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” t7376 1 
The giy ſparkling Belle, who the whole Town 


alarms, — : 
And with Eyes, Lips, nt Neck, ſets the Smarts all 
1 in Arms, . 
Is a Vaſſal herſelf, a mere Dradge to her Charms, f 
; | Both High, Sc. 15 | 


Then we'll drink like our. Betters, and d laugh, fin, 
and love; 

And when ſick of one Place, to another we'll move, 

For with Little and Great, the beſt * is to rove. 

Both Os Sc. 


*% 
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F ge s ON G c. Gee 
3 5 Mr. Lowe, and Mes. Lampe. 


OW the happy Knot i is ty d, "1-00 8 
| Beth is my charming Bride, „ 


ing the Bells, and fill the Bowls: = 
12 all without Controul. „ 
Who ſo fair as lovely ff 855 7 
Who ſo bleſs'd as Coliner 7 4 2 
ho ſo fair as lovely Ber 115 
ho ſo bleſs'd as Colinet ! © 


Now adieu to Maiden 3 11 0 bs Ho ob 


Angling for unguarded Hearts; 


Welcome Hymen 's laſting Joys, 

Liſping wanton Girls and Boys, | 
Girls as fair as lovely Bet, . CE 4 
Boys as ſweet as Colinet. 


Tho? ripe Sheaves of yellow Corn, 
Now my plenteous Barn adorn ; 3 


$4 . 


1 3 


TOON I Cee. 2 
7 8 ö iy 
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Tho? I've deck'd my Myrtle Bow'rs + SS nt 


With the faireſt, ſweeteſt Flow'rs; 
| Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet, | 


[i 


Are the Charms of lovely Bet. | a e 
Tho on Sundays I was ſeen | . 
Dreſs'd like any May-day Queen; 

Tho? fix Sweethearts daily ftroye * 


To deſerve thy Betty's Love, e 


Them I quit without Regret, 
All my Joy's in Colinet. 1H 
Strike up then the Ruſtic Lay, 
Crown with Sports our Bridal Day; 


May each Lad a Miſtreſs find, "2 


Like my Bech, fair and kind, 
And each Laſs a Huſband get,- 
Fond and true as Colinet. | 


Ring the Bells, and fill the Bowl, 

Revel all without Controul: _ += 
May the Sun ne'er riſe or ſet, . 
But with Joy to happy Bet, 

And her faithful Goliner, 8 


1 a 


s O NG ccaxa. 


The Mop Es 1 Quesri Ga" - 3 p 
AN Love be controul'd by Advice? 


Can Madneſs and Reaſon agree 
O Molly ! who'd ever be wiſe, - —© 
If Madneſs is loving of thee? _ 
Let Sages pretend to deſpiſe 
The Joys they want Spirits to taſte ; 
Let me ſeize old Time as he flies, | 
And the Bleſſings of Life while they laſt, 


2 Dal 
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85 2 On his Mill and himſelf 


A Clown in this 


5 4 336 1 
Dull Wiſdom but adds to our Cares 3 
Brifk Love will improve ev'ry Joy; 


Too ſoon we may meet with grey Hairs, - 
Too late may . e, coy: 


Then, Molly, for what ſhould we ſtay, 
Till aur beſt Blood begins to run cold? 

Our Youth we can have but To-day ; 
We may always find Time to pon *.; 


: if 0 N G cel. 2 
The Wards by Mr. 25 Sung in the Kine and 
| IL 


LER. 


OW happy a State does a Miller pol. " 
Who wou'd be no ter, nor fears to be less! l 
— depends for On: 
Which is better than ſervilely cringing at Court: 
What tho? he all duſty and whiten'd does go, 
The more he's A ene, the more like a Beau: 
reſs may be honeſter far 
Than a Courtier who ſtruts in his Garter and Star. 


Thoꝰ his Hands are ſo daub'd they re not fit to be ſeen, 
The Hands of his Betters are not very clean; 

A Palm more polite may as dirtily deal; | 
Sold in handling will ſtick to the Fingers, like Meal: 
What if, when a Pudding for Dinner he lacks, 
He cribs, without Scruple, from other Men's _ 
In this a right noble Example he brags, a3 "1 
Who borrow as freely from beben . 5 N 

Who borrow, Se. 


Or ſhould he endeavour to heas an Eftate, 2 
In this too he'd mimic the Tools of the State, 
Whoſe Aim is alone their own Coffers to fill, 
And all his Concern's to bring Griſt to his Mill - 


; 
* 
; 
: ; 
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% 
Ky = 


£ 


1 339 J 85 
He eats when he's hungry, he drinks when he's wth; 
And down when he's weary contented does lie; 
Then riſes up chearful to work and to ſing : 
If ſo happy a Miller, then who'd be a King? 
If fo happy en, then n be en „ 


8 0 N G CCcxcn. 


Sung by Mr. Tenducci, in. the wr an of 
ARTAXERXES. . |. 
ATER, parted from the Sea, | 
Ip May increaſe the River's Tide, [3 
To the bubbling Fount may flee, pag 
Or through fertile Valleys glide. RTE NA 


Though, in ſearch of loſt Repoſe, 
Thro' the Land *tis free to roam, 
Still it murmurs as it flows, 

Till it reach its native Home. 


n 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in ARTAXERXES; 
\ Much-lov'd Son! if Death 


Has ſtol'n thy vital Breath, 
al: I'll ſhare thy k 


apleſs Fate! 8 | 
| But ere the Dagger drinks my Blood. 
s; A murther'd King at Lethe's Flood . 
The Tidings ſhall relate! ls 1 
9 Bid Charon ceaſe from Toil, 5 1 
| And reſt upon his Oarr, ; FRY I 
Till I arrive attain the Soil a 
Where we ſhall part no more. 
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Sung by M. Brent, ia ARTAXERxXEsS. | 

L . 


: Pity's ſofter Claim remove: 
"= Spare a Heart that's juſt expiring, 
| | Forc'd by Duty, rack'd by Love. | 


4 Each ungentle Thought ſuſpending, 
BY Judge of mine by thy ſoft Breatt ; 
. 2 10 
| Nor, with Rancour never ending, 
Heap freſn Sorrows on th* Oppreſt. 


| Let not Rage, thy Boſom firing, 
N Pity's ſofter Claim remove: 
Spare a Heart that's juſt expiring, _ 
Forc'd by Duty, rack'd by Love. 


Heav'n, that ev'ry Joy has croſs'd, 
Ne'er my wretched State can mend ; 

1, alas! at once have loſt | 
Father, Brother, Lover, Friend ! 


Let not Rage, thy Boſom firing, 
Peeity's ſotter Claim remove: 


; » Spare a Heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by Duty, rack'd by Love. 2 Br 


4 $ON G CCCXCVI. 

Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in ARTAXERXES. | 
oO ſigh and complain, 
Alike 1 diſdain, | 
Contented my Wiſh to enjoy : 

I ſcorn to reffect Ine 

On a Lady's Neglect, 5 

- Or barter wy Peace fora Toy. © 


I'm * 
In Love, as in War, 
I laugh at a Scar; 
* if my proud Enemy yield, 
The J Joy that remains, 
Is to lead her in Chains, 
And glean the rich Spoils of the Field. 


SO N G CCCXCVIL. 
Cet by Mr. Battiſhill. | 
Gran ESTER'D in a lonely Vale, 
here abſent from his Love, | 
The Turtle tells his mournful Tale, 
And, 4 ing, fills the Grove: 
Echo, ſweet Nymph, repeats his Strains, 
And bears them to the diſtant Plains. 


Sweet Warbler, cou'd my artleſs Strain 
Like thine delight the Air, 
Echo, thro* many a diſtant Plain, 
My piteous Notes ſhould bear. 


Fly. Echo ! fly ; to Chloe hafte ; 
My ardent affion tell : | 
Go, gentle Air ! and fan her Breaft _ 
With many an am'rous Tale; 
Round her in wanton Eddies play; G4 
And er'ry Flame, but Love „ AAYs:: 1 hn 


$ONG cccxovis 


AS TE, haſte, Amelia, gentle Fair, . 
. ſoft Elyſian Gales; 1 

From Smoak to ſmiling Skies repair, 
And Sun-illumin'd Vales | 
No Sighs, no Murmurs, haunt the Grove, h 
But Bleſſings crown the Plains; | 
Here calm Contentment, Heay'n-born Maid, 

In Aus 5 the Cherub, reigns. 
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- [342] 5 
O come! for thee the Roſes bloom 
The deep Carnation grows; Me: 
For thee ſweet Vi'lets breathe Perfyme, oy 
The white-rob'd Lily blow; 
For thee their Streams the Naiads roll, 
The daiſied Hills are gay, ex (WE 
Where (Emblems of mel/a's Soul) : 
The ſpotleſs Lambkins play. _ - 


From Vale to Vale the Zephyrs rove, 
To rob th* unfolding Flow'rsz © 
And Muſic melts in ev*ry Grove, 8 
To charm thy rural Hours: 9 
The warbling Lark, high-poiz'd in ar. 
Exerting all his 5 . . 
Will ſtrive to pleaſe * fair, a ak 
| Who pleaſes all beſide. , ii, 


| 0 N Ccx CRX. „ 
a. h Mr, Worgan. Sung by ., Lowe, * 


E tender Pow'rs, how ſhall I move © 
A careleſs Maid that langhs at Love? F 
Cupid, to my Succour fly ; C4 
Come with all thy thrilling Darts, 8 
| Thy melting Flames to ſoften Hearts; CS 
Conquer for me, or I die. e 


RgciTATIVE. 
Thus, in a melancholy Shade, 5 
A penſive Lover, to his Aid; | wt] 
Invok'd the God of warm 'Defire „ 
Love heard him, and, to gain the Maid, e 
Did this ſucceſsful Thought inſpire. | ; 


| Take her Humour, ſmile, be gay, 5 1 
In her fav'rite Follies join, boy df 
: That's the Charm will make her thine 3 1 0 


Caſt 
0 - 


10 $43 5 | 
_ Caſt thy ſerious Airs „„ . 
vu earn * toying, ſporting, „ 
Soothe her Hours with am'rous ng gt 


Fas ans eee % 
The Pownn of NATURE. Set by 14 ES, 
HERE Virtue encircles the Fair, - 
There Lilies and Roſes are vain ; _ 
Each Bloſſom muſt drop with Deſpair, 
Where Innocence takes up her Reiga: 


No gaudy embelliſhing Arts hole #17 1 
The Fair-one need cail{to: her Aid. 
| Who kindly by Nature imparts 4.9 


The Graces that Nature has made. TH 


The Swain who has Senſe, muſt deſpiſe. Se! ag 
Fach coquetiſh Art to enſnare; +... 
If timely ye'd wiſh to be wile, LEE Sent 
Attend to my Counſel, ye Fair; 
Let Virgins whom Nature has bleft, | | 
Her ſovereign Dictates obey ; © v 
For Beauties by Nature expreſtt 
Are Beauties that never decay. 


G. CC. if, 
The Union of Lovsg and Winz * 
The Words by Mr. Wotty. . 


; Win Women and Wine I defy ev*ry on. | 
For Life without theſe is a Bubble * * 5 

For Life without theſe, Se. 

Each helpi 75 the other, in Pleaſure 1 roll, 

And a new Flow of Spirits enlivens ** Soul; = 

Each helping the other, Sc. 


Let grave ſober Mortals my Maxims 1 
an never ſhall alter 2 Conduct for t gem 


Vi. I care 
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I care not how _ they my Meaſures decline, 
Let em have their own Humour, and Iwill have mine. 


Wine prudently us'd will our Senſes i improve, 

"Tis the Spring-Tide of Life, and the Fuel of Love; 

And Venus ne*er look'd with a Smile fo divine, 

As when Mars bound his Head with a Branch from 
the Vine, 


Then come, my dear caving: thou Nymph half. 
vine, 

Firſt pledgemewith Kiſſes, next pledge e me with Wine; 

Then giving and taking, in mutual Return, 

The Torch of our Loves ſhall eternally burn. 


. But ſhould'R thou my Paſſion for Wine diſapprove, 
My Bumper I'Il quit to be bleſt with thy Love; 
For rather than forfeit the Joys of my Laſs, 
My Bottle Pli break, and demoliſh my ä 


80 N I cocon. : 

| Sung at Ranelagh, by Mr. Tendueci. 
AIR's my Lucy as the Day, 
Brighter chan the blooming May ; ; 


Capid revels in her Eyes, | 
On her Lips rich Neckar lies. 


When ſhe moves, tis Juno walks; 
When ſhe 8 Minerva ta ks; 
When ſhe ſings, th' angelic Strain 
Might aſſuage the fierceſt Pain. 


Claſp'd within her ſnowy Arms, 
Bleſs'd with all her World of Charms, 
Let me thus enthron'd expire; 
_Gods ! ! *tis all _ I deſire, | . 
- 3 | SONG 


* 


f 345 J. 
Tl | SONG CCCCIN. 5 7 
bet '& Mr. Berg. Sung by My. Beard, at Ranelagh- 
I E the Philoſophic Wiſe | 
Preach up Rules the Gay deſpiſe; | 
Let the hoary-bearded Sage 
Cenſure Follies of the Age; OS 
Vet, whilſt rich the vital Tide, RE nh 
Pleaſure, thou ſhalt be my Sein : e 


Live, oh! Goddeſs, live with me, 
All in ſweet Variety. | 


Dwell thou, Love, within my Breaſt, 
_ Juſt enough to make me bleſt; 

Let thy Sweets inceſſant ſpring, BY 
But protect me from thy ting : e e een e 
Be the Paſſions unconfin'd, . oh SEP. 
Under no Reftraint the Mind ; 3 1 

But like Birds, as fond, and free, RN 2k 

Pleas'd with dear Variety. ; | 


Keep, O Platus, all thy Wealth ; 3 
Give me Competence and 1 1˖ä 
Care ſurrounds the Miſer's Hoard ; + U 
Pain ſucceeds the 8 dthrift's Board. 1 | 
Bacchus, in thy ro y Bo- ẽ - 5 
Let me flake my thirſty _ 

But let Reaſon teach e'en thee, _ 4 
Reaſon prompts Variety. | 


Life on Wings of Joy ſhall haſte ; 3; 
Gloomy Thoughts the Minutes waſte : 
We ſhould puniſh Care and Fear; 
Fate predeſtines all Things here, 
Hail to Friendſhip, Beauty, Wine ! 
Theſe make tran ent Life Divine; 
May they ever live with me, | 
All in dear 9 B „C 
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8 0 NG GECOIV, 


Jexny GREY, 


BL AS. Berg, "ane br N66. finard. ar FEY 


RING; Phobus, from Parnaſſian n 
A Chaplet of poetic Flow? re, of 
That far out- bloom the May 
Bring Verſe ſo ſmooth, bring Thoughts ſo fre, 
And all the Muſes Heraldry, | 
Io blazon Jenny Grey. 


Obſerve yon Almond's rich Perfume, 
Preventing Spring with early Bloom, 
In ruddy Tints, how gay! 6 
Thus, foremoſt of the bluſhing Fair. 
With ſuch a blithſome, buxom Air, 4 341 
| Blooms lovely Jenmy Grey. - 


The merry, chirping, plumy Throng, 

The 2 aud ie, Puig e £ ge 

That pipe the Sylvan Lay, oF 

All huſh'd at her delightful Voice, 

In filent Extaſy rejoice, | . 
And ſtudy Jenny Grey. 12 


Ye balmy Odour-breathing ; Gales, 7 
That lightly ſweep the p Fug rob'd Vales, 
And in each Roſe-Buſh pla play; 
I know ye all, you're arrant Cheats 
And ſteal your more than mortal Sweets : 
From lovely Fenny Grey. | 


' Pomona, and that Goddeſs bright, 

The Floriſt's, and the Maid's Delight, 
In vain their Charms diſplay ; 

The luſcious Nect'rine, juicy Peach, 

In Richneſs, nor in Sweets, can reach | | 
The 1 of Jery Grey. | on 
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C347 J. 
To the fair Knot of Graces Three, 
Th' immortal Band of Bards agree, 

A tuneful Tax to pay; 


There yet remains, of matchlefs Worth,. 
There yet remains, a lovelier Fourth; 


And ihe: is Jene OE 


8 0 N cy ccecv. 15 
Ses by Mr. Berg, - Sung at Ranelagh.. | 


E N E AT H this Grove, this flent Shade, 
Come, Damon, to thy gentle Maid: | 
What other Nymph would live like me 1 
For, Oh!. thou'rt all Inconſtancy, +13 


You us'd to talk. of Yee and Bliſs, 
And often ſigh'd, my Lips to kiſs ; 
But Roving now is ſweeter Lets. 
And thou art all Inconftancy. 


ane 
— * 


Here fragrant Flow'rets ſweetly ſpring, 
The feather'd Choir in Concert fing ;. | 
Yet vain is what I hear, and ſee, ” ih 
Since Damon's all Inconſtancy. 
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The am'rous Doves: now bill and OG", 5 
And ſo, falſe Damon, ſo can you; 5 
But can't, like them, contented be 85 

Thy ſole Delight“ $ Incorſtancy. 
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Ve ſimple Fair, believe not Man, 
They all proceed on Damon's Plan; 
Then from the Sex your Heart keep free, 
And love, like chem, nn 
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8 0 N 6 ccccvl. 
AFC CaHLTt4 


Ser bs Mr. Berg. Sung by Mr. Beard, at Ranelagh. 


1 E Eye that beams with lambent Light, 
The crimſon Cheek that glads the Sight, 
The Shape, the Mien, the Air; 
With theſe to ſoothe Man's ruder Breaſt, 
With theſe, by blefling to be bleſt, 

The Gods adorn'd the Fair. 


Hence each poetic Genius fin 8 

Sweet Beauty tunes th' emboſom'd Strings, 
And wakes th' enraptur'd Soul; 

The magic Pow'r of Form, and Face, 

Ordain' 4 the gentler Sex to grace, 

EReſounds from Pole to Pole. 


But ſhall not Charms ſo honour'd laſt ? 
Noz ſoon as Youth's ſhort Summer's paſt 
They're veil'd in Time's Diſguiſe : : 
Thus bluſhin Flora's darling Flow'r, 
That ſcents ki aromatic Bow'r, 
' Buds, burſts to Bloom, and dies. 


Then, ah! how vain is Female Pride! 

Shall ſhe who's crown'd with Senſe conſide 
In ſuch uncertain Pow'r? | 

No; ſhe reveres the milder Way; 

Reſerv'd, tho? free, tho? modeſt, gay; 
And blooms to Life's laſt Hour. 


Do thou, my fair One, in whoſe Mind 
Each ſocial, moral Virtue's join'd, _ 
„„ N ymph of Senſe a | 
Then, r= ee the Charms of -,* cow" 2. are o'er, 
The Wiſe will Celia ſtill adore, 

Thou'lt ſtill be lovely here. 


5 80 0 


So 
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Lovz and Reason. 


— — 


Ses by Mr. Berg. Sung by Mr. Beard, 4 Ranelagh. 


_ T TENCE, painful Pleaſure, pleaſing Pain, 
ps. Oh! Love, thy Throne; 
Come, Reaſon, I obey thy Reign, 3 
And own thy Pow'r alone. | 
- Difdaining Love, from hence I'll live, 
Unmov'd by all the Fair; d 
Falſe Delia's Smiles no Joys ſhall give, 
Nor yet her Frowns Deſpair, ie 


This Vow Philander ſcarce had made, 
When, on the verdant Plain, 
Fair Delia, with each Grace array'd, 
Approach'd the Love-ſick Swain. 
In vain, with ſudden Tranſport fir'd, 
For Reaſon's Aid he ſtrove ; 7 
He flew to her he long admir'd, 
And own'd the Pow'r of Love. 


| | | A1 R changes, 
Then againſt the tender Paſſion | 
Let us not our Pow'r employ, , 
But give way to Inclination, \ 
Taſte of Love, and taſte of Joy: 
For on Reaſon's Aid relying, 
Vain will all our Efforts prove; 
Cuſtom with this Truth complying, - 
Reaſon is too weak for Love. 


| $85 


top) 
- SONG, W. 
APasTORAL BALLAD, 


Get by Mr. Berg. Sung at Ranelagh., 
H! n, believe not your Jenny untrue, 
Nor think that ſhe's falſe and inconſtant to you; 
Think yon tow'ring Mount of itſelf ſhall remove, 
Ere, Damon, you doubt of the Truth of my Love. 


Von clear cryſtal Stream ſhall the Mountains o'erflow,. 
And on the hard Rock the pale Primroſe ſhall blow, 
In Queſt of the Lion the Lambkin ſhall range, 
Ere Fenny's fix'd Paſſion ſhall leſſen or change. 


Upon the ſmooth Green when the Shepherds advance, 
To hail May's Return with the Tabor and Dance, 
If Damon is abſent, I quit the glad 'Thron 

And join my Complaint with the Nightinga ales 's Song. | 


Fhe Pain which I ſuffer my Flocks ſeem to know, 
And frolic, and play, as to leſſen my*Woe : 5 
Lery, Ceaſe, dear Lambkins, your Sporting and Play; 5: 

You cannot delight while my Damon s away. 5 


No Toil ſhall diſcomfort while Damon's in Si 

And the Sun's piercing Rays can-in Summer ebe 
And Winter's rude Tempeſts ſhall ſtill find me gay; 
For, bleſt with my Shepherd, each Month will be Moy. | 


$ oN eee i 


Set by Mr, Worgan. San s 7 Miſe Stevenſon, af 
val 
L L Attendants apart,. 5 
I examin'd my Heart, 
Laſt Night when I laid me to Reſt ;; 
And, methinks, Pm inclin'd. 
To a Change of my Mind, 
"For you know Sond Thoughts are the beſt, * 
£5 * 0 


* 


To retire from the Croud, + {7 nn 


* 


13311 


And make ourſelves good. 
By avoiding of ev'ry . 
Is in Truth to reveal, 

What we'd better next. 


| 'That our Paſſions want ſome —_ 


"th will mm more redound 
To our Praiſe, to be found, 


In a World fo abounding with Evil, 


Unſpotted and pure, 
Tho' not ſo demure, 


To wage open War with the Devil. 


In bidding farewel © 
To the Nymphs of the Cell, 


And, 


Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung & a Stevenſon, « at 


Ti 


III prepare for a militant Life; 
| if brou 
Why then I' 
And & Penance in Shape of a Wife. 


ht to Diſtreſs, | 
confeſs, 


$0NG ecccx.” 


Vauxhall. 


HEN tutor'd under Mamma's Dog ; 
Such Charms I did inherit, 


To curb my growing Spirit. 


That 


My Neck and Boſom neꝰ er were hid, . 

Romances ever reading; 
To hold my Head u 
might 


I was bid, 
ew 00 e, 


* 


- 


She gave ſtrict Charge that none ſhould dare 


2 bh. 1 
7 


a, TL 
By Turns I 55 the F lirt, and Prude, 8 
Affecte Joy, and. Sorrow 5 | Tac 
And what To-day was monſtrous rude, 
I thought polite To-morrrow. 


By Dukes and Earls I was addreft, 
Each Fop ſure of ſucceeding; _ 

Of ev'ry one I made a Jeſt, 

That.I might ſhew my Breeding, 
Young Damon too confeis'd a Flame, 
And Rivals he had many; 
But, though I us'd him juſt the ſame, 
31 Hb him beſt of ax. 
With Tears and Sighs he often ſwore, 
For me his Heart was bleeding; 
I only plagu'd him ſtill the more, 

: T at I might ſhew my Breeding. 
ants Ty he vow'd to break his Chain, 
nd fly to ſmiling Kirttyz 
I cou'd not bear to meet Diſdain, 

. For one not half ſo pretty: 
With gentle Words I bid him ſtay, 
For Pardon fell to pleading; _—© 
We went to Church, and from that Day 
: I ſhew'd him better Breeding. 


/ 8&0 corn” 
___AFavovurirte BALLAD. . 
Se by Mr. Worgan. Sung by Mi/5 Stevenſon, at 
5 , „„ . 
XVEERRE's my Swain, fo blithe and clever? 
Why d'ye leave me all in Sorrow ? | 
Three whole Days are gone for ever, 
Since you ſaid you'd come To-morrow. 


17 


Tu] 
If you lov'd but half as I do, 


ou'd been here with looks fo bonny 


Love has flying Wings, I well know, 
Not like ling'ring, lazy Johnny. 


What can he be now a doing? 
Is he with the Laſſes Maying? 
Better he had here been wooing, 


Than with others fondly playing. 25 | - We 


Tell me truly where he's roving, 

That I may no longer ſorrow ; 
If he's weary grown of loving, 

Let him tell me ſo To-morrow, 
Does ſome fav*rite Rival hide him? 
Let her be the happy Creature; 

P11 not plague myſelf to chide him, 
Nor A her a Feature: 


But 1 can't, nor will Te 7 e 
mW _ 


No, nor kill myſelf with 
J may loſe the Time to marry, 
If T wait beyond To-morrow. 


Think not, Shepherd, thus to brave me: ) . 


If I'm yours; away no longer; 
If you won't, another' Il have me: 
may cool, but not grow fonder. 


If your Lovers, Girls, forſake you, 
Whine not in Deſpair and Sorrow; 
Bleſt another Lad may make you; 
Stay for none beyond To-morrow. 


s ONO 
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8 ON G CCcoxm. 
5 1 Sung by Mr. Lowe. e 
A I R Hebe I left with a cautious 2 f 
To *ſcape from her Charms, ang to drown dem 
in Wine; | 
I try'd it, but found, when I came to depart,” 5 
The Wine 1 in my Head, and ſtill Love in . Heart. 


I repair'd to my Reaſon, intreated her Ad, 

Who _ on my Caſe, and each Circumſtance 
weigh'd; 

Then gravely pronoune'd in return to. m. Prayer, 

That Hebe was faireſt of a that was fair. 4 | 34 


That's a Truth, reply'd I, P've no need to be taught; 


I came for your Counſel, to find out a Fault: 


If that's all, quoth Reaſon, return as yo e mʒ e. 
To find fault with Hebe, would forfeit my Name, 


What = s then, alas! of Relief from my Pain, 
While, like Lighr'ning, ſhe darts thro' each throb- 
0 bing Vein ? 4 
My Senſes furpriz'd, in her Favour took Am, 7 
And Reaſon en me a Slave to d Her Charms, | 


| 8 0 N 8 CccxIII. . 
Set by Dr. Arne. Sung i in The Jovial Chi. | 


HE tuneful Lark, who from her Net, 
Ere yet well - fledg'd, is ſton Ws . 
With Care attended and cated, FTE 
She ſometimes ſings the live-long wy +: ; 
Vet ſtill her native Fields ſhe mourns, _. 
Her Jailor hates, his Kindneſs ſcorns, 
For F reedom Panta. for Freedom burns. 


That 


1 
That darling Freedom once obtain'd, 
nſsill'd, untaught to ſearch for Prey, 
| She mourns the Liberty ſhe gain; d, 
And hungry, pines her Hours away: 
Helpleſs, the little Wand'rer flies 
There homeward turns her longing Eyes, | | 
And mn out her e e dies. f 2 


1 0 N G co. 
To a i Young Ly who 5 in Deſence af buen 


beg 5 M/s Brent. | 


OVELY Reas'ner, when 1 ſpy 8 
In thy more than ſpeaking Eye, 
Melting Glances, which inſpire 16 
Soft Delight and fond enn; ̃ĩ y 
Can I think you e'er ſuppoſe © © 
That within no Ardor 1 „ 
But that Foe to Love profeſt, _ 
1 riendſhip only fills thy Breaſt d 


When the blazing God of Day 
Warms all Nature with his Ray, _ 
Could you think, my Fair, if told. 
That the God himſelf is cold 1 a 1 
Leave then to romantic Fools 1 
Stupid, dull, Platonic Rules; 
Vain is Art, and vain Dif viſe, < 
While you wear ſuch ell: tale Eyes. 


SONG 
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„% ON G S 5 
Ser by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall. 


EAREST Kitty! kind and fair 
; Tell me when, and tell me where, 


Tell me, fond and faithful Swain, 
When we thus ſhall meet again ? 
Where ſhall Srepbon fondly ſee 
Beauties only found in thee ? 


Beauties only found in thee? 


Kiſs thee, preſs thee, toy and play 


All the happy live-long Day 
Deareſt Kitty / kind and fair f 


Tell me when, and tell me where, 


Tell me when, and tell me where. 


All the happy Day, 'tis 8 


Bleſt, but only then, with you; 
Ni ghtly Strephon ſighs alone, 
Sighs till Hymen makes us one, 
Sighs till Hymen makes us one. 


Tell me then, and a my Pain, | 
Tell thy fond and faithful Swain, 
When the Prieft ſhall kindly join 


Kitty's trembling Hand to mine? 


Deareſt Kitiy! kind and fair! 
Tell me when, I care not where; 
Tell me when, I care not where. 


1 
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SONG cœcexvl. 
5 6 A 


SI went o'er the Meadows, no matter the Day, 


A Shepherd I met who came tripping _— 


I was going to Fair all ſo bonny and gay. 

He aſk'd me to let him go with me there; : 
No Harm ſhall come to you, young Damſel, I lea 

I'll buy you a Fairing to put in your Hair. 


You've a good Way to go, it is more than a Mile; — 


We'll reſt, if you PE when we get to yon Stile: 
I've a Story to tel 

To go with him farther I did not much care; 
But ſtill I went on, not ſuſpecting a Snare; 
For I dream'd of a Fairing to come from the Fair. 


To make me more eaſy, he ſaid all he could: 
I threaten'd to leave him, unleſs he'd be good ; 


For I'd not for the World he ſhould Pao, to be rude. | 
Young Roger had promis d, and baulk'd me laſt 


Tear 
If he ſhould do fo I would go no more there, 


Though I long'd e*er en for a pt n 5 


Fair. 


k 


8 7 


Wen we got to the Stile, he wou'd Gs be ſaid noz 


He preſs'd my ſoft Lips, as if there he wou'd grow: 
(Take care how that Way with a Shepherd you go.) 
Confounded I ran, when I found out his Snare : 

No Ribbon, I cry'd, from ſuch Hands will I wear, 
Nor 8%, While I live, for 2 Gift to the Pats 
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 $'0N G CCCOXVIE. | 
, A Tou on the TI EES. 
The Ward, &y James Worſdale, E/; Set by Dr. Arne, 


[| NOME liſten, and laugh at the Times, 
b Since Folly was never ſo ripe; 
| F or ev*ry. Man laughs at thoſe Rhimes 
That give his own Follies a Wipe: 
We live in a Kind of Diſguiſe; 
Me flatter, we lye, — . 
While each of us artfully tries 
On others to faſten the Jeſt. 


The Virgin, when firſt ſhe is woo rw Fg 
Returns ev'ry Sigh with Diſdain ws 
And while by her Lover purſu'd, 
Can laugh at his Folly and Pain: 
But when from her Innocence won, 
* And doom'd for her Virtue to mourn, 
When ſhe finds herſelf loſt and undone, 
5 He laughs (tho* unjuſt) in his Turn. 


1 The Fools, who at Law do contend, 

. Can laugh at each other's Dias 

And while the dire Suit does depend, 
Ne'er think how; their Subſtance grows 5 eſs; 3 

Till hamper'd by tedious Expence, 
Altho' to compound they are loth, | 

They'll find, when reſtor'd to their Senſe, 

The Lawyers fit laughing at both, ; 


But while we perceive it the Faſhion | 
For each Foot to laugh at each other, 
Let us ſtrive, with a gen'rous Compaſſion, 
1 0 correct, not contemn, one another. 


7” 
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C 359 'Þ 
We all have 4 Follies to hide, 


Which, known, wou'd diſhonour the Beſt, 
And Life, when 'tis thoroughly try'd, 
14 een will ſeem one a _ 


8 © N G ccc Xv. 


Ve Lovers, theſe Inſtructions —_— 
Conceal the Paſſion in your Breaſt, _ - 
Be dumb, inſenſible and blind: 
But when with gentle Looks you meet, 
And ſee the artleſs Bluſhes 5s Y 
Be ſilent, loving, and diſcreet; 
The Oracle no more implies. 


When once you prove the Maid ſincere, - 
Where Virtue is with Beauty join'd ; .. 
Then boldly like yourſelves appear, 

No more inſenfible, or blind 3 _ | 
Pour forth the Tranſports of your Heart, 

And ſpeak your Soul without RY, 
Tis Fondneſs, Fondneſs muſt impart z - 
The Oracle no more implies. - 


Pay 


1 pleaſing, fatal is the Snare, * 25 Wn, 
That ſtill entraps all Womankind ; 
Ladies, beware, be wile, take care, 


Be deaf, inſenfible and blind: 


But ſhould ſome fond deſerving Youth | 
| Agree to join in Hymen's Ties, ; 
e tender, conſtant, crown his Truth ; 

The rages no more NN 


Fg Mrs. Cibber, in the Onacus,. 4 mY 
[T7 OULD you with her you love be bleſt, 1 855 
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$'O.N G cceex x. 
In the Moſt of ALeRed. 


V land once more | | 
Shall flouriſh in Fame, as ſhe flouriſh'd before ; 
Our Fears are all fled, with our Enemies lain, 


Cou'd they riſe up anew, we would ſlay them again; | 


Could they riſe up anew, we would ſlay them again. 


| His Monarch to ſerve, or to do himſelf right, 
No Engliſhman yet ever flinch'd from the Fight ; 
For why ? Neighbours all, we are free as the King, 


Tis that makes us brave, and tis that makes us ſing; 
Tis that makes us brave, and 'tis that makes us ſing, 


Our Prince too for this may be thankful to Fate ; 
It is in our Freedom he finds himſelf great : 

No Force can be wanting, nor meaner Moore Aves ; 
He's Maſter of all, who will reign in our Hearts; 
He's Maſter of all, who will reign in our Hearts. 


Should Rebels within, or ſhall Foes from without, 


Bring the Crown on his Head, or his Honour in doubt; 


We are ready — ſtill ready—and boldly foretel, 
That Conqueſt ſhall ever with Liberty dwell, 
That Conqueſt ſhall ever with Liberty dwell. 


And now bring us forth, as the Crown of our Labour, 


Much Wine, and good Cheer, with the Pipe and 
the 'Tabour: | oo 


Let our Nymphs all be kind, and our Shepherds be 
For England, Old England, is happy To- day, 


For England, Old England, is happy To-day. 


E' VE fought, we have conquer'd, and Eng- | 


SONG 
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s ONO Ecco 
ee CAurT ros Marv. 
Sung at Ranelagh, 


T the Wake, t'other Even, young Colin In met; 

He took the Occaſion his Vows to repeat: 
With Rapture my Eyes, and my Lips, he ran o'er; 
] own it was pretty, but really no more. 


__ 


Tho' with ſoft Expreſſion his Looks mere endear' 7 

To his tender Proteſting I paid no Re 

The Falſhood of Swains I had heard of — ; * 
S0 I gave him a Smile, but indeed gave no more. - 


The confident Shepherd, encoura{ by by this, 
Effay'd, Iaffure you, to raviſh 0 
I vow, in the Struggle my Ruffles I tore, „ 
So frowning prote ed I'd ſee him no more. 


Next Morning I found him reclin'd on his Creek, 
All Softneſs his Voice, all Sadneſs his Look : 
He intreated Forgiveneſs a thouſand Times o'er, 
And ſolemnly vow'd he would do ſo no more, 


The Frowns and the Quarrels of Lovers how weak !. 
For Cupid himſelf in his Favour did fp 


So the Swain to my Breaſt I 14 be did — 6 
For, truſt me, my Anger could hold out no more. 


Nor wonder, dear Girls, that I treated bim fo; 3 
For on Sunday together to Church we ſhall go, 
Though to quit and * him I often have ſwore r 
F orgivgs me Gus once, and FU wet ſo no more. 


0 ON G CCCOXM. 
. Sang at Ranelagh. a 


- LEXIS, a rene young, conſtant and kind, 
Has often declar'd I'm the N [ymph., to his | 
Mind: 
1 think he's face, mf he will not deceive; | 
But they tell me a Maid ſhould with Caution believe. 


He 8 me 8 Roſe that you ſee in my Breaſt; 
He be gd me to take it, and 18 gh'd out the reſt; 

I cou'd not do leſs than the 1 receive; 
And he thinks it now ſweeter, I really believe. 


This Flow'ret, he cry'd, reads a Leſſon to ou: 
How bright, and how lovely, it ſeems to the View! 
Twould fade if not Pluck'd, as your Senſe muſt 

cohceive— _ | 
I was: forc'd to deny what 1 really believe. 


My Flocks he attends: If they ſtray from the Plain 
1 exis is {ure ey ry Sheep to regain; 
Then begs, a dear, Kiſs for his Labour Pl give ; 
And I ne'er ſhall refuſe him, I really believe. 


He plays dis] e while he watches my Eyes, 
To read the ſoft Wiſhes we're taught to diſguiſe ; 
And tells me ſweet Stories from Morning to Eve; 
Then he ſwears that he ons, which i really beter, 


An old Maid 1 onde wos detandile n to die; 
But that was before Pd this Swain in my — 2 "EE 
And as foon'as he aſks me his Pain to relieve, . 


_ With Joy I ſhall wed him, I 1 5 believe. 


* 5 | SONG 


ta * „„ 
s o ccexxIf. „„ 


Sung * 17 ifs Young, at Dieu v Lane be in b 
Paſtoral Entertainment callid The SrRI xo. 


I TH us alike each Seaſon ſuits: 
The Spring has fragrant Flow'rs; 
The Summer, , the Autumn, Fruits 5 55 
The Winter, ſocial Hours. + 


A bleating Flock, an humble Cote. | 1 

Of ſimple Food a Stahe ß; * 

Theſe are a bleſs'd, unenyy'd Lot 
ol Aſk the Gods no more. 


$0 NO CCCOmmu. 
Sung by Ms. Norris, 1. ——— E 


— EE Peace deſcend, like Cherub night!” 
See Diſcord ſink to Shades of Night! 
Ye Zephyrs, bear it wr the Plains; 
And ſhout feld Bede Ba 

Why then, di Doobe and Fears, 
NN fall. my Far, d thy e * b 


8 0 N G cc V. 
- Sung by Mi Young, in the We 


| GDDR Queen of ſoft Beguiling- 
Gently ſoothing, ſweetly — | 


Hither haſte, and grace the Day: 
Let Saturnia Kingdoms proffer, EE: ay 
Glitt'ring Crowns and Scepters. offer; 1 
We imperial Sway. . i 
R 2. | "> allas, 


| © Pallas, thou, in Arms delighting, 
Tempt us not with Fame and Fighting; 


No—the Toils the Joy o'erpay ;j—— =» 
Goddeſs, Queen of ſoft Beguiling, 
Gently ſoothing, ſweetly ſmiling, 
Hither haſte, and grace the Day, 


gone cee 
— HYMEN; an Occasionar InTE8RLUuDE. 
| Tntroduced at the Theatre-Reyal in Drury-Lane, 
2, Mufic compoſed by Mr. Arne, jun 
_ CUPID. 
BE „„ bi. | OF 
| OW pleaſing, dear Wedlock, appear thy Do- 
| i mains ! „„ 
How ſoft are thy Fetters, how eaſy thy Chains ! 


No Pleaſure on Earth is ſo perfect as thine ; 


Thy Joys with the Virtuous are almoſt divine: 
For Friendſhip and Love here together unite, 
The Raptures of Love with ſupernal Delight. 


REeciTATIVE. | 
| Hymen! awake - the God of Love attend. 
. =  HYMEN, as 
What Cauſe propitious brings my deareſt Friend 
| © ng AIR. 8 


Joy and Pleaſure, great and free, 
Fill my Breaſt at Sight of thee. 
Tell me, gentle God of Love, 
Why you vifit Hymen's Grove ? 
1 20: 1 
Dreadful War, the human Foe, 
Leaves to Peace the World below ; 


„ 
Diſcord quits the frighted Land, 
_ Baniſh'd by the Victor's Hand. © 
e „ 5 | 'F 
See around, in ev'ry Grove, LE 1 
Mirth, Tranquillity, and Love; | | 
Take thy Torch and pes Carriage: = 
| Now's the Reign of Love and Marriage. __ 
__ HYMEN awd CUPID, _ 8 
Love rewards the Soldier beſt, | 
Hymen makes the Virgin bleſt : 
Then, O Venus, haſte away, 
For tis ymen's Holiday. 
VENUS. 
” 55 _Recir. 
Hymnen! the ſacred Rites of Love prepare. 
I will- but firſt, O Queen! for whom — declare. 
For one divinely ſent, Mankind to pleaſe, 
Form'd to command with Dignity and Eaſe; 
Of Manners gentle, God-like where he can; 
A Prince, a Hero, and a worthy Man. 
VENUS aaa CUPID. 
What, but lovely blooming Youth, 
Grac'd with all the Charms of Truth, _ 
Fair with matchleſs Elegance 
Can the Hero recompence f 
Who around the ſpacious Earth, 
Bright with Beauty, great by Birth, 
Should, but ſhe, ſuch Merit ſhare, 
Who's as virtuous as ſhe's fair? 


Vw 


\ [The 


„ 


r 


So 


= (7% Muſic 7 a mund. a — 
V. Potter, ] 
V. mo 4 2 
| | Racer innnctt .- 
1 mile ee from above; | 
=_ And gratulates connubial Love: 
| Auſpicious Fate the Union wills, 
And i in the Pair ſweet Hope inſtills. 
„ WP-FRc: :» 
The Fire I've kindled ; light thy Torch again. 
K 
Tis done, and now we'll form the Marriage Chain. ; 


55 E NF 
„ 
Bleſs, O Fave | the Pair we join, | 
And with Friendſhip Love entwine ;. 
| Realize their fancy'd Hope, 
And to Rapture give full Scope; 
That they ſoon may feel with Pleaſure 
Joys 3 without Meaſure, 


REeciT, 15 

N ymphs and Shepherds, quick advance, 
Join the feſtive Song 2 | N 
He the Kind, and She the F — 

Bleſiog thus the happy Pair. 


CHORUS. 
We conſign the bright Pair, 
O great Jove! to thy Care: 
Deck them with Honour's glorious Crown, 
VE And make immortal Joys their own. 0 N.G 
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Coin and Puirias, 4 Paforal Dialoguts, 
I The Ax cADLAN NU TI. 


* Mr. Beard and Miſs Hallam, a, Covent- 
Garden Theatre, before their Majeſties, the Prince | 
and Princeſs of Brunſwick, and others of the Royal © 
F amily. i = „ © "YE | | | 
HA Y Bark! o'er the Plains what glad Tu“ 
5 „ / 4 
Hong all the Nymphs and the Shepherds appear! 
With Myrtles and Roſes new deck'd are the Bow'rs, 
And every Buſh bears a Garland of Flow'rs. 
I can't, for my Life, what it means underſtand ; 
There's ſome rural Feſtival ſurely at hand; 
Not Harveſt, norSheep-ſhearing, now can take placez 
= N [Phillis enters, 
But Philks will tell me the Truth of the Caſe. | 


| A 1 
The Truth, honeſt Lad? - why ſurely you know 

What Rites are prepar'd in the Village below, 

Where gallant young Tt, ſo fam'd and ador'd, 
Weds Daphne, the Siſter of Corin our Lord; i 
That Daphne, whoſe Beauty, Good-nature, and Eaſe, 
All Fancies can ftrike, and all Judgments can pleaſe gz * Þþ 
That Corin—but Praiſe muſt the Matter give oer; 
You know what he is— and I need ſay no more. 


I COLE. 
Young Thyr/is too claims all that Honour can lend, 8 
His Countrymen's Glory, their Champion WET 4 
| 5 | | - 'Tho* <i 
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n gf 
> Tho! ſuch flight Memorials ſcarce ſpeak his Deſerts ; 
; And, truſt me, his Name isengray'd on their Hearts, 


3 Pulis. | 
But hence, to the Bridal, behold how they throng ! 
Zach Shepherd conducting his Sweetheart along: 


; The joyous Occaſion all Nature inſpires 
With tender Affections and chearful Deſires. 


| | Dunrro. 

Ve Pow'rs, that o'er conjugal Union preſide, 
All-gracious look down on the Bridegroom and 

; Bride, e . 

That Beauty, and Virtue, and Valour, may ſhine 
In a Race like themſelves, with no End to the Line ; 
Let Honour and Glory, and Riches and Praiſe, 
es attend them thro' numerous Days ; 
And, while in a Palace Fate fixes their Lot, 
Oh! may they live eaſy as thoſe in a Cot! 
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1 


